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PREFACE. 


The story of the Nile Expedition to relieve General Gordon 
is so recent that no words of introduction are necessary. 
The moral, such as itis, of the story of the two lads brought 
up as brothers is—Never act in haste, for repentance is sure 
to follow. In this case great anxiety and unhappiness were 
caused through a lad acting as he believed for the best, but 
without consulting those who had every right to a voice in 
the matter. That all came right in the end in no way affects 
this excellent rule, for all might have gone wrong. We are 
often misled by a generous impulse, more often perhaps than 
by an evil one, but the consequences may be just as serious in 
the one case as the other. When in trouble you should always 
go freely to your best friends and natural advisers, and lay the 
case fully before them. It may be that, if the trouble has 
arisen from your own fault, you will have to bear their tem- 
porary displeasure, but this is a small thing in comparison 
with the permanent injury that may arise from acting on your 
own impulse. In most cases, cowardice lies at the bottom of 
concealment, and cowardice is of all vices the most contemp- 
tible. 
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THE DASH FOR KHARTOUM: 


A TALE OF THE NILE EXPEDITION. 


CHAPTER IL 


MIXED! 





ie. een IN a room in the married non-commissioned officers’ 
oa eens quarters in the cantonments at Agra, a young 
woman was sitting looking thoughtfully at two 

~ Infants, who lay sleeping together on the outside 
of a bed with a shawl thrown lightly over them. Jane Hum- 
phreys had been married about a year. She was the daughter 
of the regimental sergeant-major, and had been a spoilt child. 
She was good looking, and had, so the wives and daughters of 
the other non-commissioned officers said, laid herself out to 
catch one of the young officers of the regiment, and was bit- 
terly disappointed at the failure of her efforts. 

The report may have been untrue, for Jane Farran was by 
no means popular with the other women, taking far too much 
upon herself, as they considered, upon the strength of her 
father’s rank, and giving herself airs as if she were better than 
those around her. There were girls in the regiment just as 
good looking as she was without any of her airs and tempers. 
Why should she set herself up above the rest? 

When, however, Sergeant-major Farran died suddenly of 


12 THE SERGEANTS WIFE. 


sunstroke after a heavy field-day, whatever plans and hopes 
his daughter may have entertained came to an end. Her 
name and that of her mother were put down among the 
women to be sent, with the next batch of invalids, home to 
England, and she suddenly accepted the offer of marriage of 
young Sergeant Humphreys, whose advances she had previ- 
ously treated with scorn. They were married six weeks later, on 
the day before her mother was to go down by train with a party 
of invalids to Calcutta, The universal opinion of the women 
in the regiment was that the sergeant had got a bad bargain. 

“No man of spirit,” one of them said, “would have taken 
up with a girl who only accepted him because she could not 
do any better. She has got her temper written in her face, 
and a nice time of it he is likely to have.” 

It may have been true that Jane Humphreys had during 
her father’s lifetime had her ambitions, but she was a clever 
woman and adapted herself to her circumstances. If, as the 
sergeant-major’s daughter, she had given herself airs, and had 
thrown herself in the way of the young officers, and had been 
light and flighty in her manner, all this was changed as soon as 
she was married, and even the most censorious were obliged to 
admit that she made Sergeant Humphreys a better wife than 
they had expected. His home was admirably kept, the gay 
dresses that had been somewhat beyond her station were cut 
up and altered, and she dressed neatly and quietly. 

She was handy with her fingers, her things always fitted her 
well, and she gained the approbation of the officers’ wives, who 
had previously looked upon her with some disfavour as a for- 
ward young person. She made every effort to get on good 
terms with the wives of the other non-commissioned officers, 
and succeeded at last in overcoming the prejudice which, as 
Jane Farran, she had excited. There was no doubt that she 
was a clever woman, and it was equally beyond doubt that she 
completely managed her husband. She was much his superior 
in education, and possessing far greater abilities could twist 
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him round her little finger, although she did it so cleverly 
that he never suspected that he was the victim of such an 
operation. 

A month previous to the opening of the story she had been 
confined of a boy, and two days later Mrs. Clinton, the wife 
of the captain of her husband’s company, also became a mother. 
Before the week was over Mrs. Clinton was taken dangerously 
ill, and as it was impossible for her to nurse her child, the 
surgeon of the regiment recommended that it should be given 
into the charge of the sergeant’s wife, as she, being a strong 
and healthy young woman, could very well nurse it as well as 
her own. It was a month after this that Sergeant Humphreys, 
returning to his quarters, found his wife sitting by the side of 
the bed on which the two infants were asleep. 

“They are as alike as two peas,” he said as he looked at them. 
“Tam sure I wonder, Jane, that you know which is which!” 

Mrs. Humphreys’ answer did not seem to the point. ‘Cap- 
tain Clinton is a rich man, is he not, John?” 

“Yes; they say he came into a grand estate two years ago 
when his father died, and that like enough he will leave the 
regiment when it goes home next year.” 

‘‘Then one of those babies will be a rich man, and the 
other—” and she stopped. 

“The other will, I hope, be a non-commissioned officer in 
the 30th Foot one of these days,” the sergeant said. Jane 
looked up at her husband. There was no touch of envy or dis- 
content in his voice. She was about to speak but checked herself. 

‘Which is yours, John?” she asked a moment later, returning 
to his first remark. 

‘“‘T am sure I could not tell,” he said withalaugh. ‘Babies 
are mostly pretty much alike, and as these two are just the 
same age, and just the same size, and have both got gray eyes 
and light coloured hair—if you can call it hair,—and no noses 
to speak of, I don’t see a pin’s point of difference.” 

A month later a small party were assembled in Captain 
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Clinton’s bungalow. Mrs. Humphreys was standing with a 
baby in each arm. Mrs, Clinton was lying upon a sofa crying 
bitterly. Captain Clinton was walking up and down the room, 
hot and angry. The surgeon of the regiment was standing 
grave and sympathetic by Mrs. Clinton. Sergeant Hum- 
phreys was in the attitude of attention by the door, with an 
anxious troubled expression on his face. 

‘What in the world is to be done, doctor?” Captain Clinton 
asked. ‘I never heard of such a thing, it is a most serious 
business,” 

“T can quite see that,” the doctor replied. ‘When Mrs, 
Humphreys came to me and asked me to break the news to you, 
I told her at once that it was a terrible business. I own that 
I do not see that she is altogether to blame, but it is a most 
unfortunate occurrence. As I have just told you, she had, 
when she put the children to bed, put your child in one of her 
baby’s night-gowns, as it happened there were none of your 
child’s clean. In the morning she took them out and laid them 
on a rug on the ground before beginning to wash and dress 
them. She went out to the canteen to get something for her 
husband’s breakfast, and when she returned she could not 
remember the order in which she had taken them out of bed 
and laid them down, and could not distinguish her own child 
from yours.” 

“You must remember, Mrs. Humphreys,” Captain Clinton 
broke in; “think it over, woman. You must remember how 
you laid them down.” 

“Indeed, I do not, sir; I have been thinking all the morning. 
I had nursed them two or three times during the night, and 
of course had changed their position then. I never thought 
about their having the same night-gowns on. If I had, of 
course I should have been more careful, for I have said to my 
husband over and over again that it was only by their clothes 
that I should know them apart, for if they had been twins 
they could not be more alike. 
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“This is downright maddening!” Captain Clinton exclaimed, 
pacing up and down the room. “And is there no mark nor 
anything by which they can be recognized? Why, bless me, 
woman, surely you as a mother ought to know your own 
child!” 

Mrs. Humphreys shook her head. “I have nursed them 
both, sir, and which is mine and which is yours I could not 
say to save my life.” 

“Well, put the children down on that sofa,” Captain Clinton 
said, ‘and take yourself off for the present; you have done 
mischief enough for a lifetime. I will let you know what we 
decide upon later on.” 

“Well, doctor, what on earth is to be done?” he asked after 
the door had closed upon the sergeant and his wife. ‘‘ What 
do you think had best be done, Lucy?” 

But Mrs. Clinton, who was but just recovering from her ill- 
ness, was too prostrated by this terrible blow to be able to offer 
any suggestion. 

‘It is a terrible business indeed, Clinton,” the doctor said, 
‘“‘and I feel for you most deeply. Of course the possibility of 
such a thing never entered my mind when I recommended you 
to let Mrs. Humphreys act as its foster-mother. It seemed at 
the time quite a providential circumstance that she too should 
be just confined, and in a position to take to your baby. 
The only possible suggestion I can offer is that you should 
for a time bring up both boys as your own. At present they 
are certainly wonderfully alike, but it is probable that as they 
grow up you will see in one or other of them a likeness to 
yourself or your wife, and that the other will take after its own 
parents. Of course these likenesses do not always exist, but 
in nine cases out of ten some resemblance can be traced between 
a boy and one or other of his parents.” 

“That certainly seems feasible,” Captain Clinton said in a 
tone of relief. “What do you say, dear? It is only bringing 
up the two children for a time till we are able to be certain 
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which is our own. The other will have had the advantage of 
a good education and so on, and of course it will be our busi- 
ness to give him a good start in life.” 

“It will be awful having the two children, and not knowing 
which is our own.” 

“Tt will be very unpleasant,” Captain Clinton said soothingly; 
“but, you see, in time you will come to care for them both just 
as if they had been twins.” 

“That will be almost as bad,” Mrs. Clinton cried feebly. 
‘“‘ And suppose one gets to love the wrong one best?” 

“We won’t suppose that, dear; but if we love them both 
equally, we will, when we find out which is ours, treat the 
other as an adopted child and complete his education, and 
start him in life as if he were so. Fortunately the expense 
will be nothing to us.” 

“ But this woman has a right to one of them.” 

“She does not deserve to have one,” Captain Clinton said 
angrily; “but of course we must make some arrangement with 
her. She is bound to do her best to repair the terrible mis- 
chief her carelessness has caused. Well, doctor, we will think 
it over for an hour or two, but certainly your suggestion seems 
by far the best for us to adopt.” 

“The hussy!” the doctor said as he walked away to his 
quarters. ‘I am more than half inclined to believe that she 
has done it on purpose, I never liked the jade before she 
married, though I own that she has turned out better than I 
expected. But I always thought her a designing and artful 
young woman, and gave her credit for plenty of brains, and 
what could suit her purpose better than this change of children? 
She would see that in the first place she would get her own 
boy well brought up, and perhaps provided for, with all sorts of 
chances of making money out of the affair. It may have been 
an accident, of course, but if so, it was a wonderfully fortunate 
one for her.” 


Such was the opinion among the women of the regiment 
(650) 
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when the news became known, and Jane Humphreys was 
speedily made aware of the fact by the change in their man- 
ner towards her. They had, however, but small opportunity 
for demonstrating their opinion, for Mrs. Humphreys remained 
shut up as much as possible in her room, and the one or two 
women who were inclined to take a favourable view of the 
matter and so called upon her, reported that she was com- 
pletely prostrated by the occurrence. Among the officers anil 
their families the greatest commiseration was felt for Captain 
Clinton and his wife, and the matter was discussed at tiffin 
that day with great animation. 

‘‘T)on’t you think, doctor, that a woman must know her own 
child?” a young ensign asked. 

‘‘Not at all, Arbuthnot; that is to say, not if you mean 
that she would know it by any sort of maternal instinct. 
There is no such thing. She has no more means of telling 
her own infant out of a dozen others of similar complexion, 
age, and appearance, than she would have of picking out her 
own pocket-handkerchief out of a dozen others of similar pat- 
tern if they were all unmarked.” 

“ But a sheep can pick out his own lamb among a hundred, 
doctor, and I am sure they are alike as so many peas, Surely 
that must be maternal instinct?” 

‘‘Not in the smallest degree, Arbuthnot. The sheep and 
other animals possess in a very high degree a sense which is 
comparatively rudimentary in human beings. I mean, of course, 
the sense of smel]. A sheep knows her lamb, and acow knows 
her calf, neither by the sense of hearing or by that of sight. 
She recognizes it solely and wholly by her sense of smell, 
just as a dog can track its master’s footsteps out of a thousand 
by the sanie sense. The two babies are as alike as twins; 
and I am not surprised that, if they really got mixed, this 
woman should not be able to detect one from the other.” 

“It is an awful thing for Clinton,” the major said. ‘“ Here 
he has got a splendid estate, and he will never be certain 

of” (650) B 
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whether his own son or a stranger is going to inherit it after 
him. It is enough to make a man go out of his mind.” 

“T don’t see that that would be likely to mend matters,” 
the doctor said dryly; ‘in fact it would lessen the one chance 
that exists of ever setting the matter straight. As I have told 
him, though these children are very much alike at present— 
and indeed most babies are—it is probable that as they grow 
up there will no longer be any resemblance whatever, and that 
his own child will develop a likeness either to him or Mrs. 
Clinton, while the other child will resemble the sergeant or 
his wife.” 

“We must hope it will be so,” the major said, “though 
there are lots of fellows who don’t resemble in the least either 
of their parents. But what is Clinton going to do about 
it?” 

‘He has not settled yet. His wife was in no condition to 
discuss the matter, poor lady! My suggestion was that he 
should bring up both the children as if they were his own, 
until one or other of them develops this likeness that I was 
speaking of.” 

‘TJ suppose that is the best thing they can do, doctor; but 
it will be an awful business if, as they grow up, no likeness to 
anybody can be detected in either of them.” 

“Well, major, although at present it does seem an awful 
thing, it won't seem so bad at the end, say, of twenty years. 
They will naturally by that time be as fond of one as the other. 
The boys, in fact, will be like twins; and I suppose the property 
can be divided in some such way as it would be were they really 
in that relation to each other.” 

‘But, you see, doctor,” one of the captains said, “ Mrs. 
Humphreys has to be considered to a certain extent too. It is 
hard on Mrs. Clinton; but if she gets both boys she is certain 
at any rate that one of them is her son, and Mrs, Humphreys 
will, by that arrangement, have to lose her child altogether. 
That seems to me pretty rough on her.” 
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“Well, she brought it on herself,” the doctor replied. ‘The 
whole thing has arisen from her carelessness.” 

“Do you think it was carelessness, doctor?” the major 
asked. 

“That is a matter on which I will give no opinion, major. 
It is one upon which one man can form a judgment as well as 
another. The thing may very well have happened in the way 
she describes; and again it may be a very cunningly devised 
plot on her part. It is evident she had everything to gain by 
such an accident. She would get her child taken off her hands, 
educated, and provided for. She would calculate no doubt that 
she would be their nurse, and would expect, in return for giv- 
ing up her claim to one or other of them, some very distinct 
monetary advantages. Ido not at all say that the affair was 
not an accident. Upon the contrary, I admit that it was an ac- 
cident which might very well happen under the circumstances. 
What I do say is, nothing could have turned out better for 
her.” 

Just as tiffin was finished, Captain Clinton’s soldier-servant 
came into the mess-room with the request that Dr. Parker 
should go across to his master’s bungalow. ‘“ Well, doctor,” 
Captain Clinton said as he entered, “in the first place 
I want you to go up and see my wife, and give her a 
sedative or something, for she is terribly upset over this 
affair; and in the next place I want to tell you that we 
have agreed to take your advice in the matter, and to bring 
up the two children as our own until we can make out which 
of the two is our child; then I want your advice as to whether 
they can be weaned without any damage to their health. My 
wife is determined upon that point. They shall not be brought 
up by Mrs. Humphreys. There is no other woman, is there, 
in the regiment with a young baby?” 

The doctor shook his head. ‘There are one or two with 
babies, but not with babies young enough for her to take to 
these. Jt would certainly be far better that they should have 
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the natural nourishment, but I do not say that they would 
necessarily suffer from being weaned. Still, you see, Clinton, 
there is a question whether this woman will consent to part 
with both the children.” 

“T quite see that, doctor, and of course I shall be ready to 
make any money arrangements that will content her.” 

‘T would see the husband, if I were you,” the doctor said. 
“He is a steady, well-conducted young fellow, and however this 
matter has come about, I quite acquit him of having any share 
in it. I think you will find it more easy to deal with him 
than his wife. Unfortunately, you see, there is always a diffi- 
culty with adopted children. A father cannot sell away his 
rights; he may agree to do so, but if he changes his mind after- 
wards he can back out of his agreement. However he may 
bind himself never to interfere with it, the fact remains that 
he has a legal right to the custody of his child. And though 
Sergeant Humphreys might keep any agreement he might 
make, the mother might give you no end of trouble afterwards.” 

“T see all that, doctor, but of the two evils I think the one 
we propose is the least. My wife says she could not bear to 
see this woman about the children, and I have a good deal of 
the same feeling myself. At any rate in her present state of 
health I wish to spare her all trouble and anxiety as much as 
I can, and therefore it is better to buy this woman off for 
the present, even though we may have to run the risk of 
trouble with her afterwards. Anyhow, something must be 
done at once. The children have both been squalling for the 
last hour, though I believe that they have had some milk or 
something given to them. So I had better send across for 
Humphreys, the sooner the matter is got over the better.” 

The young sergeant presently appeared. 

“Sit down, sergeant. I want to have a talk with you over 
this terribly painfnl business. In one respect I quite under- 
stand that it is as painful for you and Mrs. Humphreys as it is 
for us, but in other respects you are much better off than J] 
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am. Not only do I not know which is my child, but I do not 
know which is heir to my estate; which is, as you will under- 
stand, a most serious matter.” 

“T can quite understand that, sir,” the sergeant said quietly. 

“The only plan that I can see,” Captain Clinton went on, 
“is that for the present I shall adopt both children, and shall 
bring them up as my own. Probably in time one of them will 
grow up with some resemblance to myself or Mrs. Clinton, and 
the other will show a likeness to you or your wife. In that 
ease I should propose to finish the education of your boy, and 
then to provide for him by putting him into the army, or such 
other profession as he may choose; for it would be very unfair 
after bringing him up and educating him as my own to turn him 
adrift. Thus, you see, in any case my adoption of him would be 
greatly to his benefit. I can, of course, thoroughly understand 
that it will be very hard for you and Mrs. Humphreys to give 
up your child. Very hard. And I am quite ready to make any 
pecuniary arrangement with you and her that you may think 
right. I may say that I do not think that it would be desir- 
able that Mrs. Humphreys should continue as their nurse. I 
want to consider the boys as my own, and her presence would 
be constantly bringing up unpleasant remembrances. In the 
second place I think that it would be better for her that she 
should not act as their nurse. She would know that one of 
them is her own, and the separation when it came would be 
very much more painful than it would be at present. Of 
course I do not expect an answer from you just at this 
moment. You will naturally wish to talk it over with her, 
but I shall be glad if you will let us have an answer as soon as 
you can, as it is necessary that we should obtain another nurse 
without loss of time.” 

“What you say scems to me very fair, Captain Clinton,” 
the sergeant said. “I wonld give anything, sir, that this 
shouldn’t have happened. 1 would rather have shot myself 
first. I can answer for myself, sir, that I accept your offer. 
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Of course, I am sorry to lose the child; but a baby is not 
much to a man till it gets to know him and begins to talk, 
and it will be a satisfaction to know that he is in good hands, 
with a far better look-out than I could have given him. I will 
see my wife, sir, and let you know in half an hour.” 

“Do you think that she will consent, Humphreys?” 

“T am sure she will,” the sergeant said briefly, and then 
added, ‘‘ There is nothing else she could do,” and saluting he 
went out of the room. 

‘He suspects his wife of having done it on purpose,” Dr. 
Parker said, speaking for the first time since the sergeant had 
entered the room. “I don’t say he knows it, but he suspects it. 
Did you notice how decidedly he said that she would consent} 
And I fancy up to now she has had her own way in everything.” 

“Well, what do they say?” Mrs. Humphreys asked as her 
husband entered the door. He told her shortly the offer that 
had been made. She laughed scornfully. “A likely thing 
that! So they are to have both children, and I am not to be 
allowed even to see them; and they are to pick and choose as 
to which they like to say is theirs, and we are to be shouldered 
out of it altogether! It is just as bad for me not to know 
which is my boy as it is for that woman; but they are to take 
the whole settlement of things in their hands, my feelings to 
go for nothing. Of course you told them that you would not 
let them do such a thing?” 

“T did not tell them anything of the sort. I told them that 
I accepted their proposal, and that I could answer for your 
accepting it too.” 

‘Then you were never more wrong in your life, John Hum- 
phreys!” she said angrily; “I won’t consent to anything of the 
sort. Luck has thrown a good thing in our hands, and I mean 
to make the most of it. We ought to cet enough out of this 
to make us comfortable for life if we work it well. I did not 
think that you were such a soft!” 

“Soft or not soft, it is going to be done as they propose,” 
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her husband said doggedly. “It is burden enough as it is—we 
have lost our child. Not that I care so very much about that; 
there will be time enough for more, and children do not add 
to the comfort of close little quarters like these. But whether 
we like it or not, we have lost the child. In the next place we 
shall never hear the end of it in the regiment, and I shall see 
if I cannot manage to get transferred to another. There will 
be no standing the talk there will be.” 

“Let them talk!” his wife said scornfully. “What do we care 
about their talk!” 

“TI care a great deal,” he said. “And I tell you why, because 
I know what they will say is true.” 

‘What do you mean?” she asked quickly. 

‘“‘T mean, Jane, that I know you mixed up those children on 
purpose.” 

‘“‘How dare you say so!” she exclaimed making a step for- 
ward as if she would strike him. 

“TI will tell you why I say so. Because I went to the drawer 
this morning before going to parade, and I saw some of Mrs. 
Clinton’s baby’s night-gowns in it. Yes, I see they are all in 
the wash-tub now; but they were there this morning, and 
when I heard you say you had put the child into one of our 
baby’s night-gowns because it had no clean ones of its own, I 
knew that you were lying, and that you had done this on 
purpose.” 

The woman was silent a moment and then burst out, “ You 
are a greater fool than ever I thought you! I did tell a lie 
when I gave that reason for putting the child into our baby’s 
gown. When I took the two clean ones out of the drawer I 
did not notice until I put them on that they were both ours, 
and then I thought it was not worth while changing again 
just as the child had got quiet and comfortable. Then when 
I found what had happened in the morning, I had to make 
some excuse or other, and that occurred to me as the best. 
When I came back I did put them all into the wash-tub, clean 
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and dirty, in case any one should come here to see about them. 
What harm was there in that, I should like to know?” 

“You have acknowledged you have told one lie over it; after 
that you may say what you like, but you need not expect me 
to believe you.” 

“Well, why don’t you go at once and tell them that you 
believe that I changed the children on purpose?” 

‘Because in the first place 1 cannot prove it, and because 
in the second case you are my wife, Jane. I took you for better 
or worse, and whatever you have done it is not for me to 
round on you. Anyhow, I will do all I can to set this matter 
straight, and the only way that I see it can be set straight 
is by doing as Captain Clinton says—by letting him have the 
two children until they grow up, and then see which of the 
two is like them and which is like us. What do you want 
done? I suppose you don’t want to have the care of them 
both. I suppose you don’t want to get paid for letting them 
keep them both, and to have every man and woman in the 
regiment asking the question, Who sold their child? What is 
it you do want?” 

“‘T want to go as their nurse.” 

‘Well, then, you cannot do it. It is evident that Mrs. Clin- 
ton hates the sight of you, and no wonder; and she won't 
have you at any price. You had best be contented with what 
you have got.” 

‘What have I got?” she asked sullenly. 

‘‘Well, you have got the trouble of the child off your hands, 
you have got the knowledge that it will be well taken care of 
and provided for and made a gentleman of. That ought to be 
a satisfaction to you anyhow.” 

“What is that when we might make a nice little fortune 
out of it?” 

“‘] can see no way of making a fortune,” he said, “unless 
you do know which is which, and offer to tell them if they 
will pay you for it. In whicu cas, instead of making a fortune 
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you would be likely to find yourself inside a prison for years 
—and serve you right.” 

The woman was silent for some time, then she said, “ Very 
well, then, I will agree to their terms; but mind you, I will 
make money out of it yet.” And so Sergeant Humphreys went 
across to Captain Clinton’s bungalow and told him that his 
wife agreed to give up both children. 

“It is by far the best thing for the little chap whichever he 
may be, and you will be able to do a deal more for him than I 
ever could. My wife did not quite see the matter at first, but 
she has come round to my way of thinking. No, sir, we do 
not want to be paid,” as Captain Clinton was about to speak; 
“as long as I am fit for service we want nothing. Some day, 
perhaps, when I get past service I may ask you to give mea 
job as a lodge-keeper or some such post, where I can earn my 
living.” 

And so the matter was settled. One of the other officers’ 
wives had already lent her ayah to take care of the children 
until one could be found for them. 

The ready manner in which Sergeant Humphreys had done 
the only thing in his power to obviate the effects of his wife's 
carelessness restored him at once to the good opinion of his 
fellow sergeants and the men, as it was generally allowed that 
he had done the right thing, and that no one could do more. 
Opinion, however, was less favourable as to his wife. It was 
soon evident to all who lived in the non-commissioned officers’ 
quarters that things were not going on well between Sergeant 
Humphreys and his wife. There were frequent and violent 
quarrels, The sergeant was often down at the canteen drink- 
ing more than was good for him. 

One day Captain Clinton sent for him. “Sergeant, I am 
sorry to say that I hear from the sergeant-major that you 
were drunk last night, and that you have several times been 
the worse for liquor. Jt is not a formal complaint, but J 
thought it better to talk to you. You have always been a 


26 “TRY TO PULL YOURSELF ROUND, MAN.” 


very steady man, and I should be sorry in the extreme if any- 
thing should happen which would cause you to be brought 
before the colonel. I have no doubt this affair has troubled 
you greatly, and that it is entirely owing to that that you have 
become unsettled. Try to pull yourself round, man. You 
know that nobody attributes the slightest shadow of blame to 
you in the matter.” 

“Thank you, sir. I was coming to see you if you hadn't 
sent for me, to say that I wished to give up my stripes and 
return to the ranks. I know I shall be degraded if I don’t 
do it of my own free-will, and I would rather go down than 
be sent down.” 

“But what will your wife do? It would be a great change 
to her, Humphreys.” 

‘““My wife has made up her mind to go home, sir, and I 
think it is the best thing she can do. She will never be 
comfortable in the regiment, and to say the truth we are not 
comfortable together. She says that she has friends in Eng- 
land she will go and stay with, and I think it is best to let 
her go. I would rather cut my hand off than ask for any- 
thing for myself, but as I am sure that it is for the best that 
she should go, and as I don’t hear of any invalids or women 
going home at present, I should be very much obliged if you 
would lend me twenty pounds. I have got thirty laid by, and 
fifty will be enough to send her across by rail to Bombay, pay 
her passage home, and leave her twenty pounds in hand when 
she gets there. I will pay it off so much a month.” 

“You are welcome to twenty pounds without any talk of 
repayment, Humphreys. But I wouldn't take any hasty step 
if I were you. If your wife and you have had a quarrel she 
may change her mind in a day or two, and think better 
of it.” 

“No, sir; I think we are pretty well agreed on the point 
that she had best go home. People make mistakes sometimes, 
and I think we both made a mistake when we got married. 
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Anyhow, we have both agreed that it is best to part for a 
time,” 

Accordingly three or four days later Mrs. Humphreys left 
Agra for Bombay, and was seen no more in the regiment. 
Sergeant Humphreys gave up his stripes and returned to the 
ranks, and for two years remained there. After his wife had 
left him he gradually gave up the habit into which he had 
fallen, and at the end of the two years again became a non- 
commissioned officer. He was never heard to speak of his 
wife after she left him, nor so far as his comrades knew did 
he ever receive a letter from her. Soon after he had again 
got his stripes the regiment returned to England, and a 
month later Captain Clinton sent in his papers and retired 
from the service, 


CHAPTER IL 
AT CHELTENHAM. 


VERYTHING packed and ready, boys?” 
‘Yes, father, I think so.” 

“The dog-cart will be at the door at eleven. Be sure and be 
ready in time. It won’t do to miss your train, you know. Well, 
you have had a pleasant holiday this time, haven’t you?” 

“Very,” both boys replied together. 

“Tt has been awfully jolly,” one went on, “and that trip in 
Brittany was certainly the best thing we have done, though we 
have always enjoyed our holidays. It is ever so much nicer 
going to out-of-the-way sort of places, and stopping at jolly 
little inns without any crowd and fuss, than being in those 
great Swiss hotels as we were last year, where every one was 
English, and one had to be in at regular times and almost 
fight to get something to eat. I hope next year you will be 
able to take us to Norway, as you were saying yesterday. I 
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should think it would be just the same sort of thing as Brittany, 
only, of course, different sort of scenery, and different lan- 
guage and different people. Madge, you will have to set to 
and get up Norse to act as our interpreter.” 

“You are very lazy boys. I had to do all the talking in 
Brittany. You are supposed to have learnt French longer than 
I have.” 

“Oh, yes; supposed. Nobody cares about their French lessons. 
They make no difference in your place in the school, and so no 
one takes the trouble to grind at them. Well, come along, let 
us take a turn round the place for an hour before we start.” 
And the two boys and Madge, who was a year their junior, 
went out through the French wiudow into the garden. 

Captain Clinton walked to the window and looked after 
them. They were lads any father might be proud of, straight, 
well-built, handsome English lads of about sixteen. Rupert was 
somewhat taller than Edgar, while the Jatter had slightly the 
advantage in breadth of shoulders. Beyond the fact that both 
had brown hair and gray eyes there was no marked likeness 
between them, and their school-fellows often wondered that 
there should not be more similarity between twins. Both had 
pleasant open faces, and they were equally popular among their 
school-fellows. As to which was the cleverest, there were no 
means of ascertaining; for although both were at Cheltenham 
together, one was on the modern and the other on the classical 
side, Captain Clinton having made this arrangement purposely 
in order that there should be no rivalry between them, and the 
unpleasantness that sometimes arises when two brothers are at 
the same school, and one is more clever than the other, was 
thereby obviated. Rupert was the more lively of the two, and 
generally did the largest share of talking when they were 
together; but Edgar, although he talked less, had the more 
lively sense of humour, and the laughter that broke out in the 
garden was caused by some quiet remark of his. Captain 
Clinton turned sharply round upon hearing a sigh from his wife. 
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“Well, Lucy, I know what you are thinking: another holiday 
over, and we are no nearer to the truth. I own that our plan 
has failed so far, for I can’t see in either of the boys a shadow of 
resemblance either to you or myself. Some people profess to 
see likenesses. Mr. Tomline remarked yesterday that he should 
have known Rupert anywhere as my son, but then Colonel 
Wilson said the day before that Edgar had got just your 
expression. I don’t see a scrap of likeness either way, and I 
begin to think, dear, that I don’t want to see it.” 

‘“‘No, I don’t want to see it either, Percy; I love one as 
well as the other. Still I should like to know which is our own.” 

“T used to think so too, Lucy; but I have been doubting 
for some time about it, and now I am quite sure that I don’t 
want to know. They are both fine lads, and, as you say, we 
love one just as well as the other. Parental instinct, you see, 
goes for nothing. I should like to know that one of them was 
my son, but on the other hand I should be very sorry to know 
that the other wasn’t. I think, dear, that it is much better as 
it is, We have got two sons instead of one; and after all, the 
idea that there would be a great satisfaction in the real one 
inheriting all our landed property has very little in it. There 
is plenty for them both, and each of them will be just as happy 
on three thousand a year as he would on six. 

“As matters stand now, I have divided the property as nearly 
as possible equally between them. Madge, of course, will have 
her share; and I have left it in my will that they shall draw 
lots which shall have the part with the house and park on it, 
while the other is to have asum of money sufficient to build an 
equally good house on his share of the estate. We can only hope 
that chance will be wiser than we, and will give the old house 
to the right boy. However, whether our son or our adopted 
son, whichever be which, gets it, does not concern me greatly. 
There is enough for our son to hold a good position and be 
comfortable and happy. Beyond this I do not trouble. At 
any rate the grievance, if there is a grievance, is a sentimental 
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one; while it would be a matter of real grief to me should 
either of them, after having always looked upon us as his 
parents, come to know that he does not belong to us, and that 
he has been all along in a false position, and has been in fact 
but an interloper here. That would be terribly hard for him 
—so hard that I have ceased to wish that the matter should 
ever be cleared up, and to dread rather than hope that I should 
discover an unmistakable likeness to either of us in one or other 
of them.” 

“You are right, Percy; and henceforth I will worry no more 
about it. It would be hard, dreadfully hard, on either of them 
to know that he was not our son; and henceforth I will, like 
you, try to give up wishing that I could tell which is which. 
I hope they will never get to know that there is any doubt 
about it.” 

“JT am afraid we can hardly hope that,” Captain Clinton 
said. ‘There are too many people who know the story. Of 
course it was talked about at every station in India at the 
time, and I know that even about here it is generally known. 
No, it will be better some day or other to tell it them ourselves, 
making, of course, light of the matter, and letting them see 
that we regard them equally as our sons, and love and care for 
them alike, and that even if we now knew the truth it could 
make no difference in our feelings towards them. It is much 
better they should learn it from us than from anyone else.” 

At eleven o’clock the dog-cart came to the door. The boys 
were ready. Captain Clinton drove them to the station four 
miles away, and in two hours after leaving home they arrived 
at Cheltenham with a large number of their school-fellows, 
some of whom had been in the train when they entered it, 
while others had joined them at Gloucester. At Cheltenham 
there was a scramble for vehicles, and they were soon at the 
boarding-house of Mr. River-Smith, which had the reputation 
of being the most comfortable of the Cheltenham boarding- 
houses, 
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There was a din of voices through the house, and in the 
pleasure of meeting again and of exchanging accounts of how 
the holidays had been spent, the few lingering regrets that 
school-time had come round again completely vanished. Then 
there was a discussion as to the football prospects and who 
would get their house colours in place of those who had gone, 
and whether River-Smith’s was likely to retain the position 
it had won by its victories over other houses in the previous 
season; and the general opinion was that their chances were 
not good. 

‘You see,” Skinner, the captain of the team, said to a party 
gathered in the senior boys’ study, ‘‘ Harrison and White will 
be better than last year, but Wade will of course be a great 
loss; his weight and strength told tremendously in a scrim- 
mage. Hart was a capital half- back too, and there was no 
better goal-keeper in the college than Wilson. We have not 
got any one to take their places, and there are four other 
vacancies in the team, and in each case those who have left 
were a lot bigger and stronger than any of the young ones we 
have got to choose from. I don’t know who they will be yet, 
and must wait for the trial matches before we decide; but I 
think there is plenty of good material to choose from, and we 
shall be nearly all up to last year’s mark, except in point of 
weight—there is a terrible falling off there, and we have no 
one who can fill the place of Wade. He was as strong as a 
bull; yes, he is an awful loss to us! There was not a fellow 
in the college who could go through a grease as he could. You 
remember last year how he rolled those fellows of Bishop's over 
and carried the ball right through them, and then kicked the 
deciding goal? That was grand! Why don’t some of you 
fellows grow up like him?” And he looked round reproachfully 
at his listeners, “‘ Over thirteen stone Wade was, and there is 
not one of you above eleven and a half—anyhow, not more 
than a few pounds.” 

“Why don’t you set us an example?” Edgar Clinton asked ; 
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and there was a laugh, for the captain of the team was all wire 
and muscle and could not turn ten stone. 

“T am not one of that kind,” he said; “but there is Words- 
worth, who is pretty near six feet in length, and who, if he 
gave his mind to it and would but eat his food quietly instead of 
bolting it, might put some flesh on those spindle-shanks of his 
and fill himself out till he got pretty near to Wade's weight. 
A fellow ought to do something for his house, and I call it a 
mere waste of bone when a fellow doesn’t put some flesh “on 
him.” 

“TI can run,” Wordsworth said apologetically. 

“Yes, you can run when you get the ball,” Skinner said in 
a tone of disgust; “but if a fellow half your height runs up 
against you, over you go. You must lay yourself out for 
pudding, Wordsworth. With that, and eating your food more 
slowly, you really might get to be of some use to the house,” 

Wordsworth grumbled something about his having done his 
share last year. 

“Tt all depends what you think your share is,” Skinner said 
severely. ‘You did your best, I have no doubt, and you certainly 
got a good many goals, but that arose largely from the fact 
that there was nothing tangible in you. You see, you were 
something like a jointed walking-stick, and, naturally, it puzzled 
fellows. You have grown wider a bit since then, and must 
therefore try to make yourself useful in some other line. What 
we want is weight, and the sooner you put weight on the better. 
I see Easton has not come yet.” 

‘“‘ He never comes until the evening train,” another said. ‘He 
always declares it has something to do with cross lines not fit- 
ting in.” 

“It takes him so long,” Skinner growled, “to fold up his 
things without a crease, to scent his pocket-handkerchief, and 
to get his hair to his satisfaction, that you may be quite sure 
he cannot make an early start. As he is not here, and all 
the rest that are left out of last year’s team are, it is a good 
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opportunity to talk him over. I did not like having him in 
the team last year, though he certainly did better than some. 
What do you think? Ought we to have him this year or not? 
I have been thinking a lot about it.” 

‘‘T don’t care for him,” Scudamore said, * but I am bound 
to say he does put off all that finicking nonsense when he gets 
his football jersey on, and plays a good, hard game, and does 
not seem to mind in the least how muddy or dirty he gets. I 
should certainly put him in again, Skinner, if I were you.” 

There was a murmur of assent from three or four of the others. 

“Well, I suppose he ought to play,” Skinner said; “but it 
does rile me to see him come sauntering up as if it was quite 
an accident that he was there, and talk in that drawling, affected 
sort of way.” 

“It is riling,” another said; “ but besides that I do not think 
there is much to complain about him, and his making an ass of 
himself at other times does not affect us so long as he plays 
well in the team.” 

‘No, I do not know that it does, but all the same it is a 
nuisance when one fellow keeps himself to himself and never 
seems to go in for anything. I do not suppose Easton means 
to give himself airs, but there is nothing sociable about him.” 

“TI think he is a kind-hearted fellow,” Edgar Clinton said, 
speaking, however, with less decision than usual, as became 
one who was not yet in the first form. ‘ When young Jack- 
son twisted his ankle so badly last term at the junior high 
jump, I know he used to go up and sit with him, and read 
with him for an hour at a time pretty near every day. I used 
often to wish I could manage to get up to him, but somehow 
I never could spare time; but Easton did, though he was in the 
college four and was working pretty hard too. I have known 
two or three other things he has done on the quiet. I don't 
care for his way of dressing nor for his drawling way of talk- 
ing, in fact, I don’t care for him at all personally; but he is a 


good-natured fellow in spite of his nonsense.” 
(650) c 
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“Well, then, we must try him again,” Skinner said, “and 
see how he does in the trial matches. There is no certainty 
about him, that is what I hate; one day he plays up and does 
uncommonly well, then the next day he does not seem to take 
a bit of interest in the game.” 

“T have noticed several times,’ Scudamore said, “ that 
Easton’s play depends very much on the state of the game: if 
we are getting the best of it he seems to think that there is no 
occasion to exert himself, but if the game is going against us 
he pulls himself together and goes into it with all his might.” 

“He does that,” Skinner agreed; “that is what riles me in 
the fellow. He can play a ripping good game when he likes, 
but then he does not always like. However, as I said, we will 
give him another trial.” 

Half an hour later the subject of the conversation arrived. 
He was in the first form on the classical side, and was going up 
at the next examination for Sandhurst. Easton was one of 
the monitors, but seldom asserted his authority or put himself 
out in any way to perform the duties of the office. He was 
dressed with scrupulous care, and no one from his appearance 
would have said that he had just come off a railway journey. 
He nodded all round in a careless way as he came in, and 
there was none of the boisterous friendliness that had marked 
the meeting of most of the others. 

“‘ Affected ass!” Skinner growled to Rupert who was next to 
him. 

‘You are a prejudiced beggar, Skinner,” Rupert laughed. 
“You know very well he is not an ass, and I am not at all sure 
he is affected. I suppose it is the way he has been brought up. 
There is no saying what you might have been yourself if you 
had had nurses and people about you who always insisted on 
your turning out spick-and-span. Well, Easton, what have 
you been doing with yourself since we saw you last?” 

“J have been on the Continent most of the time,” Easton 
said, in the quiet, deliberate tone that was so annoying to 
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Skinner. “Spent most of the time in Germany: had a week 
at Munich, and the same time in Dresden doing the picture- 
gallery.” 

“That must have been a treat,” Skinner said sarcastically. 

‘Yes, it was very pleasant. The worst of it is, standing 
about so long makes one’s feet ache.” 

‘‘T wonder you did not have a bath-chair, Easton; delicate 
people go about in them, you know.” 

“It would be a very pleasant way, Skinner, only I don’t 
think I could bring myself to it.” 

There was @ laugh at his taking Skinner's suggestion seri- 
ously. 

“What have you been doing, Skinner?” 

“T have been up in Scotland climbing hills, and getting my- 
self in good condition for football,” Skinner replied shortly. 

“Ah, football? Yes, I suppose we shall be playing football 
this term.” 

There was another laugh, excited principally by the angry 
growl with which Skinner greeted this indifference to what was 
to him the principal feature of the year. 

“T shouldn’t mind football,” Easton went on, after looking 
round as if unable to understand what the others were laughing 
at, “if it wasn’t for the dirt. Of course it is annoying to be 
kicked in the shins and to be squeezed horribly in the greases, 
but it is the dirt I object to most. If one could but get one’s 
flannels and jerseys properly washed every time it would not 
matter so much, but it is disgusting to have to put on things 

that look as if they had been rolled in mud.” 

“‘T wonder you play at all, Easton,” Skinner said angrily. 

“Well, I wonder myself sometimes,” Easton said placidly. 
‘‘T suppose it is a relic of our original savage nature, when men 
did not mind dirt, and lived by hunting and fighting and that 
sort of thing.” 

“And had never learned the nuisance of stiff shirts and col 
lars, and never heard of such a thing as a tailor, and did not 
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part their hair in the middle, Easton, and had never used soap,” 
Skinner broke in. 

‘No; it must have been beastly,” Easton said gravely. ‘I 
am very glad that I did not live in those days.” 

‘Ah, you would have suffered horribly if you had, wouldn't 
you?” 

“ Well, I don’t know, Skinner; I suppose I should have done 
as other people did. If one does not know the comfort of a 
wash and a clean shirt, one would not miss it, you see. I have 
sometimes thought—” 

“Oh, never mind what you thought,” Skinner broke in out 
of all patience. ‘Come, let us go for a walk; it is no use 
stopping here all this fine afternoon. Let us take a good long 
spin. I can see half you fellows are out of condition altogether, 
and the sooner we begin work the better. Will you come, 
Easton? After lolling about looking at pictures a twelve-mile 
spin will do you good.” 

“Thank you, Skinner; I don’t know that I want any good 
done tome. I should not mind a walk, if it is to be a walk; 
but a walk with you generally means rushing across ploughed 
fields and jumping into ditches, and getting one’s self hot and 
uncomfortable, and splashing one’s self from head to foot. It 
is bad enough in flannels, but it is downright misery in one’s 
ordinary clothes. But I don’t mind a game at rackets, if any- 
one is disposed for it.” 

‘“‘T will play you,” Mossop said. ‘I want to get my hand in 
before the racket matches come off.” 

So they went and put on their flannels and racket shoes, 
while the rest of the party started for a long walk with Skinner. 

“T am glad he has not come,” the football] captain said as 
they started; “he drives me out of all patience.” 

“T don’t think you have much to drive out of you, Skinner,” 
Rupert Clinton laughed. “I believe Easton puts about half of 
it on, on purpose to excite you. I am sure just now I saw a 
little amusement in his face when he was talking so gravely.” 
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“He will find he has got in the wrong box,” Skinner said 
angrily, “if he tries to chaff me.” 

A quiet smile was exchanged among the others, for: Easton 
was tall and well built and had the reputation of being the best 
boxer in the school; and although Skinner wus tough and wiry, 
he would have stood no chance in an encounter with him. 

“Well, how did you get on, Mossop?” Scudamore asked as 
they sat down to tea. 

‘“‘Haston beat me every game. I had no idea that he was so 
good. He says he does not intend to play for the racket, but if 
he did he would have a first-rate chance. I was in the last ties 
last year and I ought to have a good chance this, but either I 
am altogether out of practice or he is wonderfully good. I was 
asking him, and he said in his lazy way that they had gota 
decent racket-court at his place, and that he had been knocking 
the balls about a bit since he came home.” 

“Tf he is good enough to win,” Pinkerton, the captain of the 
house, said, “he ought to play for the honour of the house. 
He has never played in any matches here before. I did not 
know he played at all.” 

“That is the way with Easton,” Edgar Clinton said; “he is 
good all round, only he never takes trouble to show it. He 
could have been in the college cricket eleven last year if he liked, 
only he said he could not spare the time. Though Skinner 
doesn’t think so, I believe he is one of the best in our football 
team; when he chooses to exert himself he is out and out the 
best chess player in the house; and I suppose he is safe to pass 
in high for Sandhurst.” 

“He is a queer fellow,” Pinkerton said, ‘one never knows 
what he can do and what he can’t. At the last exam Glover 
said that the papers he sent in were far and away the best, but 
that he had only done the difficult questions and hadn’t sent in 
any answers at all to the easy ones, so that instead of coming 
in first he was five or six down the list. I believe myself 
he did not want to beat me, because if he had he would have 
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been head of the house, and that would have been altogether 
too much trouble for him. Glover wanted him to go up for the 
last Indian Civil, and told him he was sure that he could get in 
if he tried, but Easton said he wasn’t fond of heat and had no 
fancy for India.” 

“I suppose he was afraid to take the starch out of his collars,” 
Edgar laughed. ‘Ah! here he is, late as usual.” 

Easton strolled quietly in and took his place, looking annoy- 
ingly fresh and clean by the side of those who had accompanied 
Skinner on his walk, and who, in spite of vigorous use of 
clothes brushes, showed signs of cross-country running. 

“Have you had a pleasant walk?” he asked calmly. 

“Very pleasant,” Skinner said, in a tone that defied contra- 
diction. “A delightful walk; just the thing for getting a little 
into condition.” 

There was a murmur of assent among the boys who had 
accompanied him, but there was no great heartiness in the 
sound; for indeed Skinner had pressed them all to a much 
higher rate of speed than was pleasant in their ordinary clothes, 
although they would not have minded it in flannels. 

‘You all look as if you had enjoyed it,” Kaston said, re- 
garding them one by one with an air of innocent approval; 
“warmed yourselves up a bit, I should say. I remark a general 
disappearance of collars, and Rupert Clinton’s face is scratched 
as if he had been having a contest with some old lady’s cat.” 

“T went head-foremost into a hedge,” Rupert laughed. “My 
foot slipped in the mud just as I was taking off, and I took a 
regular header into it,” 

“ And what is the matter with your hand, Wordsworth?” 

“A beast of a dog bit me. We were going across a field, 
and the brute came out from a farmhouse. My wind had 
gone, and I happened to be last and he made at me. Some 
fool has written in a book that if you keep your eyes fixed upon 
a dog he will never bite you. I fixed my eye on him like a gim- 
let but it did not act, and he came right at me and sprang at 
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me and knocked me down and got my hand in his mouth, and 
I don’t know what would have happened if Skinner hadn’t 
pulled a stick out of the hedge, and rushed back and hit him 
such a lick across the back that he went off yelping. Then the 
farmer let fly with a double-barrelled gun from his garden; but 
luckily we were pretty well out of reach, though two or three 
shots hit Scudamore on the cheek and ear and pretty nearly 
drew blood. He wanted to go back to fight the farmer, but 
as the fellow would have reloaded by the time he got there, and 
there was the dog into the bargain, we lugged him off.” 

“Quite an adventurous afternoon,” Easton said in a tone of 
cordial admiration, which elicited a grow] from Skinner. 

‘You wish you had been with us, don’t you?” he said, with 
what was meant to be a sneer. 

‘No, rackets was quite hard work enough for me; and I 
don’t see much fun in either taking a header into a hedge, 
being bitten by a farmer’s dog, or being peppered by the man 
himself. Still, no doubt these things are pleasant for those 
who like them. What has become of Templar?” 

“ He fell into a ditch,” Wordsworth said; “and he just was 
inastate. He had to go up to the matron for a change of clothes. 
He will be here in a minute, I expect.” 

“Quite a catalogue of adventures. If I had known before- 
hand that there was going to be so much excitement I might 
have been tempted to go with you. I am afraid, Mossop, I 
have kept you out of quite a good thing.” 

“There, shut up Easton!” Pinkerton said, for he saw that 
Skinner was at the point of explosion; “let us have peace 
and quiet this first night. You have got the best of it, there 
is no doubt. Skinner would admit that.” 

“No I wouldn't,” Skinner interrupted. 

“Never mind whether you would or not, Skinner, it clearly 
is 80. Now, let us change the conversation. For my part I 
cannot make out why one fellow cannot enjoy football and that 
sort of thing, and another like to lie on his back in the shade, 
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without squabbling over it. If Skinner had his own way he 
would never sit quiet a minute, if Easton had his he would 
never exert himself to walk across the room. It is a matter 
of taste. I like half and half, but I do not want to interfere 
with either of your fancies. Now, it is about time to set to work. 
I expect there are a good many holiday tasks not perfect.” 

There was a chorus of assent, and the senior boys went off 
to their private studies, and the juniors to the large study, 
where they worked under the eye of the house-master. 

Skinner’s mournful anticipations as to the effect of the want 
of weight in the football team were speedily verified. The 
trial matches were almost all lost, the team being fairly borne 
down by the superior weight of their opponents. There was 
general exasperation at these disasters, for River -Smith’s 
House had for some years stood high, and to be beaten in 
match after match was trying indeed. Skinner took the matter 
terribly to heart, and was in a chronic state of disgust and 
fury. As Easton observed to Edgar Clinton: 

‘Skinner is becoming positively dangerous. He is like a 
Scotch terrier with a sore ear, and snaps at every one who 
comes near him.” 

“Still it is annoying,” Edgar, who thoroughly sympathized 
with Skinner, said. 

‘Well, yes, it is annoying. I am annoyed myself, and it 
takes a good deal to annoy me. I think we ought to do some- 
thing.” 

‘Well, it seems to me that we have been doing all we can,” 
Edgar said. ‘I am sure you have, for it was only yesterday 
Skinner was holding you up as an example to some of us. He 
said, ‘You ought all to be ashamed of yourselves. Why, look at 
that lazy beggar Easton, he works as hard as the whole lot of 
you put together. If it was not for him I should say we had 
better chuck it altogether.’ ” 

“‘T observe that Skinner has been a little more civil to me 
lately,” Easton said. “Yes, 1 do my best. I object to the whole 
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thing, but if one does play one does not like being beaten. I 
think we had better have a talk over the matter together.” 

“But we are always talking over the matter,” Edgar ob- 
jected. ‘* All the fellows who had a chance of turning out well 
have been tried, and I am sure we play up well together. 
Every one says that we are beaten just because we cannot 
stand their rushes.” 

That afternoon the house was badly beaten by the Greenites 
in the trial match, and as there was a special rivalry between 
Green’s and River-Smith’s the disgust not only of the members 
of the team but of the whole house was very great. Seven of 
the seniors met after tea in Skinner’s study to discuss the 
situation. 

‘“‘T don’t see anything to be done,” Skinner said, after various 
possible changes in the team had been discussed; “it is not 
play we want, it is weight. The Greenites must average at 
least a stone and a half heavier than we do. I have nothing 
to say against the playing. We simply cannot stand against 
them; we go down like nine-pins. No, I suppose we shall 
lose every match this season. But I don’t see any use in talking 
any more about it. I suppose no one has anything further to 
suggest.” 

“Well, yes, I have a few words to say,” Easton, who had 
been sitting on the table and had hitherto not opened his lips, 
remarked in a quiet voice. 

“Well, say away.” 

“It seems to me,’ Easton went on without paying any 
regard to the snappishness of Skinner’s tone, “that though we 
cannot make ourselves any heavier, weight is not after all the 
only thing. I think we might make up for it by last. When 
fellows are going to row a race they don’t content themselves 
with practice, they set to and train hard. It seems to me 
that if we were to go into strict training and get ourselves 
thoroughly fit, it ought to make a lot of difference. We might 
lose goals in the first half of the play, but if we were in good 
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training we ought to get a pull in the second half. By playing 
up all we knew at first, and pumping them as much as possible, 
training ought to tell. J know, Skinner, you always said we 
ought to keep ourselves in good condition; but I mean more 
than that, I mean strict training—getting up early and going 
for a three or four mile run every morning, taking another run 
in the afternoon, cutting off pudding and all that sort of thing, 
and going in for it heart and soul, It is no use training unless 
one does a thing thoroughly.” 

‘“‘ Well, one could but try,” Skinner said. “There is no reason 
why one shouldn’t train for football just as one does for rowing 
or running. You are the last fellow I should have expected 
to hear such a proposal from, Easton, but if you are ready to 
do it I am sure every one else will be.” 

There was a cordial exclamation of assent from the others. 

‘Well, of course it will be a horrible nuisance,” Easton said 
regretfully; “but if one does go in for a thing of this sort it 
seems to me that it must be done thoroughly. And besides, it is 
very annoying just at the ticklish point of a game, when you 
would give anything to be able to catch the fellow ahead of you 
with the ball, to find that your lungs have given out, and that 
you haven’t a cupful of wind left.” 

“I believe, Easton, that you are a downright humbug,” 
Scudamore said; “and that while you pretend to hate any- 
thing like exertion, you are just as fond of it as Skinner is.” 

“Well, at any rate,” Skinner broke in, “ we will try Easton’s 
suggestion. From to-night the team shall go into strict train- 
ing. I will see River-Smith now and get leave for us to go out 
at six o'clock every morning. We will settle about the after- 
noon work afterwards. Of course pudding must be given up, 
and there must be no buying cakes or things of that sort. 
New bread and potatoes must be given up, and we must all 
agree never to touch anything to drink between meals. We 
will try the thing thoroughly. It will be a month before we 
play our next match with Green’s. If we can but beat them 
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I do not care so much about the others. There are two or 
three houses we should have no chance with if we were to train 
as fine as a university eight.” 

The rest of the team were at once informed of the deter- 
mination that had been arrived at. Had it emanated only 
from Skinner several of the members might have protested 
against the hardship of going into training for football, but the 
fact that Easton had proposed it weighed with them all. If 
he was ready to take such trouble over the matter no one else 
could reasonably object, and the consequence was that, although 
not without a good deal of grumbling at being got up before 
daylight, the whole team turned out in their flannels and two 
thick jerseys punctually at six o'clock. 

“Here is an egg and half cupful of milk for each of you,” 
Skinner said as they gathered below. “Look sharp and beat up 
your egg with the milk. Here is a mouthful of biscuit for 
each, River-Smith said he did not like our going out without 
taking something before we started, and Cornish, who rowed 
in the trials at Cambridge, told me that egg and milk was the 
best thing to take.” 

Five minutes later, comforted by the egg and milk, the 
party started. 

“We don’t want to go at racing speed,” Skinner said; 
“merely a good steady trot to make the lungs play. We 
don’t want to pull ourselves down in weight. I don’t think, 
after the last month’s work, we have any fat among us. What 
we want is wind and last. To-morrow we will turn out with 
the heaviest boots we have got instead of running shoes. 
When we can run four miles in them, we ought to be able to 
Keep up pretty fairly through the hardest game of football.” 

There was a good deal of lagging behind towards the last 
part of the run, a fact that Skinner pointed out triumphantly 
as a proof of want of condition, but after a wash and change 
of clothes all the party agreed that they felt better for the 
run. 
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Mr. River-Smith was as much concerned as the boys at the 
defeats of the house at football, and when they sat down to 
breakfast the members of the team found that a mutton-chop 
was provided for each of them. Strict orders had been issued 
that nothing was to be said outside the house of the football 
team going into training; and as, for the afternoon’s exercise, 
it was only necessary that every member of the team should 
take part in football practice, and play up to the utmost, the 
matter remained a secret. In the first two or three matches 
played the training made no apparent difference. 

“You must not be disheartened at that,” Mr. Cornish, who 
was the “housemaster,” told them. ‘Fellows always get 
weak when they first begin to train. You will find the benefit 
presently.” 

And this was the case. They won the fourth match, which 
was against a comparatively weak team. This, however, en- 
couraged them, and they were victorious in the next two con- 
tests, although in the second their opponents were considered 
a strong team, and their victory had been regarded as certain. 

The improvement in the River-Smithites’ team became a 
topic of conversation in the college, and there were rumours 
that they had put themselves into regular training, and that 
some one had seen them come in in a body at seven in the 
morning after having been for a run. The challenge cup 
matches were now at hand, and as it happened they were 
drawn to meet the Greenites, and the match was regarded 
with special interest throughout the school. The rivalry be- 
tween the two houses was notorious, and although the Green- 
ites scoffed at the idea of their being defeated by a team they 
had before so easily beaten, the great improvement the latter 
had made gave promise that the struggle would be an excep- 
tionally severe one. Skinner had for some days before looked 
after the team with extreme vigilance, scarcely letting one of 
them out of his sight, lest they might eat forbidden things, 
or in other ways transgress the rules laid down. 
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“We may not win,” he admitted, as they talked over the 
prospect on the evening before the match, “ but at any rate they 
will have all their work cut out to beat us. I know they are 
very confident, and of course their weight is tremendously 
in their favour. Now, mind, we must press them as hard as 
we can for the first half the game, and never leave them for a 
single moment. They are sure to get savage when they find 
they have not got it all their own way, and that will help to 
pump them. We shall have more left in us the second half 
than they will, and then will be our chance.” 

These tactics were followed out, and from the first the game 
was played with exceptional spirit on both sides; and as the 
Greenites failed, even by the most determined rushes, to carry 
the ball into their opponents’ goal, the game became, as Skin- 
ner had predicted, more and more savage. 

The sympathies of the school were for the most part with 
River-Smith’s, and the loud shouts of applause and enconrage- 
ment with which their gallant defence of their goal was greeted, 
added to the irritation of the Greenites. When the half-play 
was called neither party had scored a point, and as they changed 
sides it was evident that the tremendous pace had told upon 
both parties. 

“‘ Now is our time,” Skinner said to his team; “they are more 
done than we are, and our training will tell more and more 
every minute. Keep it up hard, and when we see a chance 
make a big rush and carry it down to their end.” 

But the Greenites were equally determined, and in spite of 
the efforts of their opponents, kept the ball at their end of the 
field. Then Skinner got it and made a rush. One of the 
heaviest of the Greenites charged down upon them at full 
speed, but was encountered by Easton before he reached him, 
and the two rolled over together. The River-Smithites backed 
up their leader well, and he was more than half-way down the 
ground before the Greenites had arrested his progress. Then 
there was a close scrimmage, and for a time the mass swayed 
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backwards and forwards. But here weight counted for more 
than wind, and the Greenites were pushing their opponents 
back when the ball rolled out from the mass. 

Edgar Clinton picked it up, and was off with it in a moment, 
dodging through those who attempted to check his course. He 
was down near the Greenites’ goal before two of them threw 
themselves upon him together; but his friends were close be- 
hind, and after a desperate scrimmage the ball was driven 
behind the Greenite goal. Some loose play followed, and a 
Greenite who had the ball threw it forward to one of his own 
team, who caught it and started running. The River-Smithites 
shouted “Dead ball!” “Dead ball!” and claimed the point; but 
the holder of the ball, without heeding the shouts, ran right 
through followed by the rest of his team, and touched down 
behind the River-Smith goal. The ball was then brought out 
and a goal kicked. All this time the River-Smithites had not 
moved from behind the Greenite goal, but had remained there 
awaiting the result of their appeal to the umpire, who now at 
once decided in their favour. Not satisfied with this the 
Greenites appealed to the referee, who confirmed the decision 
of the umpire. Too angry to be reasonable, the captain re- 
fused to continue the game, and called upon his team to leave 
the field. They were going, when the derisive shouts of the 
lookers-on caused them again to alter their intentions, and the 
game was renewed. 

There were ten minutes yet remaining, and for that time the 
game was played with a fury that caused it to be long memor- 
able in the annals of Cheltenham football. But weight and 
strength could not prevail over the superior last and coolness 
of the defenders of the River-Smith goal. Every attempt was 
beaten off, every rush met, and as no point had been added 
to the score when time was called, the umpire decided that 
the game had been won by the River-Smithites by one touch- 
down to nothing. The captain of the Greenites appealed from 
the umpire’s and referee’s decision to the football committee of 
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the college, who gave it against him, and he then appealed to 
the Rugby Union, who decided that the umpire’s decision was 
perfectly right, and the victory thus remained beyond further 
contention with the River-Smithites, 


CHAPTER IIL 
GONE. 


YRAVO, Clinton! Well done, indeed!” so shouted one of the 

big boys, and a score of others joined in in chorus. 

“ Which is Clinton?” a woman who was standing looking on 
at the game asked one of the younger boys. 

The boy looked up at the questioner. She was a woman 
of about forty years old, quietly dressed in black with a gloss 
of newness on it. 

“T will point him out to you directly. They are all mixed 
up again now.” 

“There are two of them, are there not?” the woman asked. 

“Yes, that’s the other; there—that one who has just picked 
up the ball and is running with it; there, that’s the other, the 
one who is just charging the fellow who is trying to stop his 
brother.” 

“Well done!” he shouted, as Edgar’s opponent rolled over. 

The woman asked no more questions until the match was 
over, but stood looking on intently as the players came off the 
ground. Rupert and Edgar were together, laughing and talk- 
ing in high spirits; for each had kicked a goal, and the town 
boys had been beaten by four goals to one. The boy to whom 
she had been speaking had long before strolled away to another 
part of the field, but she turned to another as the Clintons 
approached. 

“Those are the Clintons, are they not?” she asked. 
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“Yes, and a good sort they are,” the boy said heartily. 

She stood looking at them intently until they had passed 
her, then walked away with her eyes bent on the ground, and 
made her way to a small lodging she had taken in the town. 
For several days she placed herself so that she could see the 
boys on their way to and fro between River-Smith’s and the 
college, and watched them at football. 

‘‘T wonder who that woman is,” Rupert said one day to his 
brother. ‘I constantly see her about, and she always seems 
to be staring at me.” 

“T thought she stared at me too,” Edgar said. ‘I am sure 
I do not know her. I don’t think I have ever seen her face 
before.” 

‘She asked me whether you were Clinton the other day when 
you were playing football. It was just after you had made a 
run with the ball, and some one shouted, ‘ Well done, Clinton!’ 
And she asked me which was Clinton, and whether there were 
not two of them. And of course I pointed you both out,” a 
youngster said who was walking with them. 

“ That is rum, too,” Rupert said. ‘I wonder who the woman 
is, Edgar, and what interest she can have in us.” 

“Tf she has any interest, Rupert, I suppose she will stop 
staring some day and speak. Perhaps it is some old servant, 
though I don’t remember her. Well, it is no odds any- 
way.” 

Jane Humphreys was much puzzled as to what step she 
should take first. During all these years she had waited she 
had always expected that she should have known which was 
her own child as soon as she set eyes on the boys, and was 
surprised and disappointed to find that even after a week’s stay 
at Cheltenham, and examining their faces as closely as she 
could, she had not the slightest idea which was which. She 
had imagined that she should not only know, but feel an affec- 
tion for the boy who was her own, and she had fully intended 
to place him in the position of Captain Clinton’s heir, trusting 
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to receive the promise of a large sum from him when he should 
come into possession. 

Now it seemed to her that she cared no more for one than 
for the other, and that her best plan therefore was to place in 
the position of heir whichever of them was most likely to suit 
her purpose. But here, again, she was in adifficulty. If they 
resembled each other in no other point, they both looked 
thoroughly manly, straightforward, and honest lads, neither of 
whom would be likely to entertain any dishonourable propo- 
sition. Her intention had been to say to her son, ‘“‘ You are 
not really the twin brother, as you suppose, of the other. 
Captain and Mrs. Clinton do not know which of you two is 
their child.” She wondered whether they already knew as 
much as that. Probably they did. So many people had known 
of that affair at Agra, that Captain Clinton had probably told 
them himsclf. She would tell the boy, “I am the only person 
in the world who can clear up the mystery. I have the key to 
it in my hand, and can place either you or the other in the 
position of sole heir to the estate. I shall expect to be paid a 
handsome sum from the one I put into possession. Remember, 
on one hand I can give you a splendid property, on the other 
I can show you to have been from the first a usurper of things 
you had no right to—an interloper and a fraud.” 

It had seemed to her a simple matter before she came down 
to Cheltenham. Surely no boy in his senses would hesitate a 
moment in accepting her offer. It had always been a fixed 
thing in her mind that this would be so, but now she felt that 
it was not so certain as she before imagined. She hesitated 
whether she should not defer it until] the boys came of age, 
and the one she chose could sign a legal document; but she was 
anxious to leave England, and go right away to America or 
Australia. Besides, if she had the promise she could enforce 
its fulfilment. Which boy should she select? She changed 
her mind several times, and at last determined that she would 


leave it to chance, and would choose the one whom she next met. 
(650) D 
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It chanced that Edgar was the first she encountered after 
having taken this resolution, and it happened that he was 
walking by himself, having remained in the class-room a few 
minutes after the rest of the boys had left, to speak to the 
master respecting a difficult passage in a lesson. The woman 
placed herself in his way. 

“Well, what is it?” he said. ‘You have been hanging 
about for the last week. What is it you want?” 

“‘T want to speak to you about something very important.” 

“Oh, nonsense!” he said. “There is nothing important 
you can have to tell me.” 

“Yes, there is; something of the greatest importance. You 
do not suppose that I should have been here for a week wait- 
ing to tell it to you, if it was not.” 

“ Well, I suppose you think it important,” he said; “so fire 
away.” 

“T cannot tell you now,” she said; “it is too long a story. 
Could you spare me half an hour, young sir? You will not be 
sorry for it afterwards, I promise you.” 

Edgar looked impatiently at his watch. He had nothing 
particular to do at the moment, and his curiosity was excited. 
“T can spare it you now,” he said. 

“T am staying at this address,” she said, handing him a piece 
of paper. “It is not five minutes’ walk from here. I will go 
on, if you will follow me.” 

“All right,” Edgar said, looking at the paper; “though I 
expect it is some fooling or other.” She walked away rapidly, 
and he sauntered after her. She was standing with the door 
open when he arrived, and he followed her into a small par- 
lour. He threw himself down into a chair. 

“Now, fire away,” he said; “and be as quick as you 
can.” 

‘“‘Before I begin,” she said quietly, “ will you tell me if you 
know anything relating to the circumstances of your birth?” 

He looked at her in astonishment. “No,” hesaid. ‘ What 
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fn the world should I know about the circumstances of my 
birth?” 

“You know that you were born at Agra in India?” 

“Of course I know that.” 

“And your father, Captain Clinton, has never spoken to 
you about the circumstances?” 

Edgar shook his head. ‘No; I only know that I was born 
there. 

“T should have thought that he would have told you the 
story,” she said; “for there were many knew of it, and you 
would be sure to hear it sooner or later.” 

“T do not want to hear of it,” he said, leaping to his feet. 
“Tf there was anything my father wanted me to know he 
would tell it to me at once. You do not suppose I want to 
hear it from anyone else?” 

He was making for the door, when she said, “Then you do 
not know that you are not his son?” 

He stopped abruptly. ‘Don’t know I am not his son!” he 
repeated. ‘ You must be mad.” 

“JT am not mad at all,” she said. ‘You are not his son. 
Not any relation in the world to him. Sit down again and I 
will tell you the story.” 

He mechanically obeyed, feeling overwhelmed with the 
news he had heard. Then as she told him how the chil- 
dren had become mixed, and how Captain Clinton had 
decided to bring them up together until he should be able to 
discover by some likeness to himself or wife which was his 
son, Edgar listened to the story with a terrible feeling of 
oppression stealing over him. He could not doubt that she 
was speaking the truth, for if it were false it could be contra- 
dicted at once. There were circumstances too which seemed 
to confirm it, He recalled now, that often in their younger 
days his father and mother had asked casual visitors if they 
saw any likeness between either of the children to them; and 
he specially remembered how closely Colonel Winterbottom, 
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who had been major in his father’s regiment, had scrutinized 
them both, and how he had said, ‘No, Clinton, for the life of 
me I cannot see that one is more like you and your wife than 
the other.” And now this woman had told him that he was 
not their son; and he understood that she must be this ser- 
geant’s wife, and that if he was not Captain Clinton’s son she 
must be his mother. 

“You are Mrs. Humphreys, I suppose?” he said in a hard, 
dry voice when she had ceased speaking. 

‘I am your mother,” she said. He moved as if struck with 
sudden pain as she spoke, but said nothing. 

“T sacrificed myself for your sake,” she went on after a 
pause. “I had them both, and it seemed to me hard that my 
boy should grow up to be a boy of the regiment, with nothing 
better to look forward to than to enlist in it some day, while 
the other, no better in any respect than him, should grow up 
to be a rich man, with everything the heart could desire, 
and I determined that he should have an equal chance with 
the other. I knew that perhaps some day they might find 
out which was which by a likeness, but that was not certain, 
and at any rate you would get a good education and be well 
brought up, and you were sure to be provided for, and when 
the time should come, if there was still doubt, I could give you 
the chance of either having the half or all just as you chose. 
It was terrible for me to give you up altogether, but I did it 
for your good. I suffered horribly, and the women of the 
regiment turned against me. Your father treated me badly, 
and I had to leave him and come home to England. But my 
comfort has all along been that I had succeeded; that you 
were being brought up as a gentleman, and were happy and 
well cared for.” 

Edgar sat silent for some time. ‘“ How do you know,” he 
asked suddenly, ‘that it is Rupert and not I who is the real 
son?” 

“ One of the infants,” she said, “had a tiny mole no bigger 
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than a pin’s head on his shoulder, and I was sure that 1 would 
always know them apart from that.” 

“Yes, Rupert has a mark like that,” Edgar admitted, for he 
had noticed it only a short time before. 

“Yes,” the woman said quietly. ‘ Mrs. Clinton’s child had 
that mark. It was very, very small and scarcely noticeable, 
but as I washed and dressed them when babies, I noticed it.” 

“Well, what next?” Edgar asked roughly. 

“As I said, my boy,’—Edgar winced as she spoke—“it is 
for you to choose whether you will have half or all the pro- 
perty. If I hold my tongue you will go on as you are now, 
and they will never know which is their son. If you like to 
have it all, to be the heir of that grand place and everything 
else, I have only to go and say that my boy had a mole on his 
shoulder. There is nothing 1 would not do to make you 
happy.” 

“And | suppose,” Edgar said quietly, ‘“ you will want some 
money for yourself?” 

“T do not wish to make any bargain, if that is what you 
mean,” she said in an indignant tone. ‘I know, of course, that 
you can give me no money now. I suppose that in either case 
you would wish to help a mother who has done so much for 
you. I don’t expect gratitude at present. Naturally you are 
upset about what I have told you. Some day when you grow 
to be a man you will appreciate better than you can now what 
I have done for you, and what you have gained by it.” 

Edgar sat silent for a minute or two, and then he rose 
quietly and said, ‘I will think it all over. You shall have 
my answer in a day or two,” and without another word left 
the room and sauntered off. 

‘What is the matter, Edgar?” Rupert asked two hours later. 
‘1 have been looking for you everywhere, and young Johnson 
has only just said that you told him to tell me you were feeling 
very seedy, and were going to lie down for a bit.” 

“T have got a frightful headache, Rupert,” Edgar, who was 
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lying with his face to the wall, said. ‘I am too bad to talk, 
old fellow; let me alone. I daresay I shall be all right when I 
have had a night’s sleep. Tell River-Smith, will you, that I 
am seedy, and cannot come down to tea. I do not want the 
doctor or anything of that sort, but if I am not all right in 
the morning, I will see him.” 

Rupert went out quietly. It was something new Edgar's 
being like this, he never remembered him having a bad 
headache before. ‘I expect,” he said to himself, “he got hurt 
in one of those scrimmages yesterday, although he did not say 
anything about it. I do hope that he is not going to be ill. 
The examinations are on next week, it will be a frightful 
nuisance for him to miss them.” He went into Edgar’s dormi- 
tory again the last thing. He opened the door very quietly in 
case he should be asleep. 

“T am not asleep,” Edgar said; “I am rather better now. 
Good-night, Rupert,” and he held out his hand. Rupert was 
surprised at the action, but took his hand and pressed it. 

“‘Good-night, Edgar. Ido hope that you will be all right in 
the morning.” 

“Good-night, old fellow. God bless you!” and there was 
almost a sob in the lad’s voice. 

Rupert went out surprised and uneasy. “ Edgar must be 
worse than he says,” he thought to himself. “It is rum of 
him saying good-night in that way. I have never known him 
do such a thing before. I wish now that I had asked River. 
Smith to send round for the doctor. I daresay Edgar would 
not have liked it, but it would have been best; but he seemed 
so anxious to be quiet and get off to sleep, that I did not think 
of it.” 

The first thing in the morning Rupert went to his brother's 
dormitory to see how he was. He tapped at the door, but 
there was no answer Thinking that his brother was asleep, 
he turned the handle and went in. An exclamation of sur- 
prise broke from him. Edgar was not there and the bed had 
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not been slept in, but was just as he had seen it when Edgar 
was lying on the outside. On the table was a letter directed 
to himself. He tore it open. 

““My dear Rupert,” it began, ‘‘a horrible thing has happened, 
and I shall be off to-night. I have learned that I am not your 
brother at all, but that I was fraudulently put in that position. 
I have been writing this afternoon to father and mother. Oh! 
Rupert, to think that it is the last time I can call them so. 
They will tell you the whole business. I am writing this by 
the light of the lamp in the passage, and you will all be up in 
a few minutes, so I have no time to say more. I shall post 
the other letter to-night. Good-bye, Rupert! Good-bye, dear 
old fellow! We have been happy together, haven’t we? and I 
hope you will always be so. Perhaps some day when I have 
made myself a name—for I have no right to call myself Clinton, 
and I won’t call myself by my real name—I may see you again. 
I have taken the note, but I know that you won't grudge 
it: me.” 

Rupert read the letter through two or three times, then ran 
down as he was, in his night-shirt and trousers, and passed in 
to the master’s part of the private house. ‘‘Robert,” he said to 
the man-servant whom he met in the passage, “is Mr. River- 
Smith dressed yet?” 

‘“‘He is not finished dressing yet, Master Clinton; at least he 
has not come out of his room, But I expect he is pretty near 
dressed.” 

“Will you ask him to come out to me at once, please?” 
Rupert said. ‘It is a most serious business, or you may be 
sure I should not ask.” 

The man asked no questions, for he saw by Rupert’s face 
that this must be something quite out of the ordinary way. 
“Just step into this room and I will fetch him,” he said. 

In a minute the master came in. “ What is it, Clinton,— 
nothing serious the matter, I hope?” 

“Yes, sir, I am afraid it is something very serious. My 
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brother was not well yesterday evening. He said that he had 
a frightful headache, but he thought it would be all right 
in the morning, and he went and lay down on his bed. I[ 
thought that he was strange in his manner when I went in to 
say good-night to him; and when I went in this morning, sir, 
the bed hadn’t been slept in and he was gone, and he has left 
me this note, and it is evident, as you will see, that he is alto- 
gether off his head. You see, he fancies that he is not my 
brother.” 

The master had listened with the gravest concern, and now 
glanced hastily through the letter. 

“Tis strange indeed,” he said. ‘There is no possibility, of 
course, that there is anything in this idea of his?” 

“No, sir, of course not. How could there be?” 

“That I cannot say, Clinton. Anyhow the matter is most 
serious. Of course he could not have taken any clothes 
with him?” 

‘‘No, sir; at least he cannot have got any beyond what he 
stands in. I should think the matron would not have given 
him any out, especially as he must have told her that he was 
ill, or he could not have got into the dormitory.” 

‘“‘T had better see her first, Clinton; it is always well to be 
quite sure of one’s ground. You go up and dress while I make 
the inquiries.” 

Rupert returned to the dormitory, finished dressing, and 
then ran down again. ‘He has taken no clothes with him, 
Clinton. The matron says that he went to her in the after- 
noon and said that he had a splitting headache, and wanted to 
be quite quiet and undisturbed. She offered to send for the 
doctor, but he said that he expected that he should be all 
right in the morning, but that if he wasn’t of course the 
doctor could see him then. So she unlocked the door of the 
dormitory and let him in. I asked her if he had his boots on. 
She said no; he was going up in them, contrary to rule, when 
she reminded him of it, and he took them off and put them in 
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the rack in the wood-closet. I have seen the boot-boy, and he 
says he noticed when he went there this morning early to 
clean them, No. 6 rack was empty. So your brother must have 
come down, after he had gone up to the dormitory, and got 
his boots. 

“Now let us ask a few questions of the servants.” He rang 
the bell, and sent for some of the servants. ‘“ Which of you 
were down first this morning?” he asked. 

‘“‘T was down first, sir,” one of the girls said. 

“Did you find anything unusual?” 

“Yes, sir. One of the windows downstairs, looking into 
the yard, was open, though I know I closed it and put up the 
shutters last night; and John says the door of the yard has 
been unbolted too, and that the lock had been forced.” 

The master went out, walked across the yard, and examined 
the lock. 

“There would be no difficulty in opening that on this side,” 
he said to Rupert; “it could be done with a strong pocket- 
knife easily enough.” 

‘What is to be done, sir?” Rupert asked anxiously. ‘Shall 
I telegraph to my father?” 

“1 think you had better go and see him, Clinton. Your 
brother probably did not leave the house until twelve o'clock, 
though he may have gone at eleven. But whether eleven or 
twelve it makes no difference. No doubt he posted the letter 
he speaks of the first thing on leaving; but, you see, it Is a cross 
post to your place, and the letter could not anyhow have got 
there for delivery this morning. You can hardly explain it 
all by telegram; and I think, as I said, it is better that you should 
go yourself. I will have breakfast put for you in my study, 
and I will have a fly at the door. You will be able to catch 
the eight-o’clock train into Gloucester, and you should be 
home by eleven.” 

“You do not think anything could have happened to him?” 

tupert asked anxiously. 
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“No, I do not think that there is any fear of that, Clinton. 
You see, he has got a fixed idea in his head; he has evidently 
acted with deliberation. Besides, you see in his letter to you 
he says he shall not see you until he has made a name for 
himself, I tell you frankly, Clinton, that my own impression 
is that your brother is not mad, but that he has—of course I 
do not know how, or attempt to explain it—but that he has in 
some way got the idea that he is not your brother. Has he 
been quite himself lately ?” 

“Quite, sir; I have seen nothing unusual about him at all.” 

“ Did he seem bright and well yesterday morning?” 

“Just the same as usual, sir. I was quite surprised when, 
just at tea-time, I found that he had gone to lie down with 
the headache.” 

“Did he get any letter yesterday ?” 

“No, sir; we neither of us had any letter, in the morning 
anyhow. He may have received one in the afternoon, for any- 
thing I know.” 

“T will go and ask Robert,” the master said; “he always 
takes the letters from the letter-bag.” 

“‘ No, Clinton,” he went on when he returned; “there were 
only three letters for the boys in the afternoon mail, and 
neither of them was for him. He cannot have seen anyone, 
can he, who could have told him any story that would serve as 
a foundation for this idea?” 

Then an idea flashed across Rupert. “Well, sir, a rather 
curious thing has happened in the last few days. There has 
been a woman about here, and it appears she asked one of the 
boys which were the Clintons; and we have seen her every 
time we have been out, and we both noticed that she has 
stared at us in a very strange way. I don’t know that that 
can possibly have anything to do with it. She may have 
spoken to Edgar yesterday. Of course I cannot say.” 

“ Well, I must be going now. I have told Robert to put your 
breakfast in my study, and to send the boy for a fly.” 
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‘“What will you say to the boys, sir?” Rupert asked anxiously. 

“There will be no occasion to say anything for a day or 
two beyond the fact that you are obliged to go home suddenly. 
I shall only say Clinton, but it will naturally be supposed that 
I mean both of you. If it gets out that you have gone alone, 
which it may do, although I shall give strict orders to the con- 
trary, I shall of course mention that we fear that your brother 
got his head hurt in that football match, and that he has 
taken up some strange ideas and has gone off. But it is hardly 
likely that the matter will leak out in any way until you return, 
or I hear from you. I think you can make yourself quite easy 
on that score.” 

It was half-past eleven when Rupert Clinton reached home. 
On the way he had thought over how he had best break the 
news quietly to his father, and he got out of the trap that had 
driven him from the station at the lodge, and made a long 
circuit so as to reach the stable without being seen from the 
front windows of the house. He went at once to the old 
coachman, who was a great ally of the boys. The man uttered 
an exclamation of astonishment at seeing him. 

“Why, Master Rupert, I thought that you were not coming 
home for another fortnight. Well, you have given mea start!” 

“Look here, Fellows, I have come to see my father about a 
serious matter, and I want to see him before I see my mother.” 

“Nothing the matter with Master Edgar, I hope, sir?” 

“Yes, it is about him; but I will tell you presently, Fellows, 
I don’t want to lose a minute now. Please go into the house 
and get my father to come out at once to the stables. Make 
any excuse you like to bring him out, and as you come along 
you can tell him I am here.” 

In five minutes Captain Clinton hurried into the saddle- 
room, where Rupert was standing. He was pale and agitated. 

“What is the matter, Rupert,—has anything happened to 
Edgar? I know that it must be something very serious or you 
would never come like this.” 
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‘“‘It is serious, father, very serious;” and he told him what 
had happened, and handed him the letter that Edgar had left. 
‘*You see he has evidently gone out of his mind, father.” 

Captain Clinton ran his eye over the letter and gave an 
exclamation of surprise and grief, then he stood for a minute 
covering his face with his hand. When he removed it Rupert 
saw that his eyes were filled with tears. ‘Poor boy!” he 
murmured, “I see that we have made a terrible mistake, 
although we did it for the best.” 

‘A mistake, father! Why, is it possible, can it be true that—” 

“That Edgar is not your brother, my boy? Yes, it is certain 
that he is not your brother, though whether he or you is our 
son we know not.” 

Rupert stood speechless with astonishment. ‘One of us not 
your son!” he said at last in a broken voice. ‘Oh, father, how 
can that be?” 

“It happened thus, Rupert,” Captain Clinton said, and then 
told him the story of the confusion that had arisen between the 
children. He then went on: “ You see, Rupert, we hoped, your 
mother and I], at first that we should find out as you grew up, 
by the likeness one of you might develop to your mother or 
myself, which was our child; but for some years now, my boy, 
I have feared rather than hoped to discover a likeness, and have 
been glad that neither of you took after either of us, as far as 
we could see. We loved you equally, and could not bear the 
thought of losing either of you. We had two sons instead of 
one, that was all; and had one been proved to be ours, we should 
have lost the other. We intended to tell you in a short time 
how the matter stood, and that while one was our adopted 
son and the other our own, we neither knew nor cared which 
was which, loving you both equally and regarding you both as 
our own. Indeed we should never have told you about it, had 
it not been that as the story of the confusion at your birth was 
known to a great many men who were at that time in India, it 
was almost sure to come to your ears sooner or later. Had we 
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ever dreamt that it would come like this, of course we should 
have told you long ago. But how can Edgar have learnt it} 
Still more, how can anyone have been able to tell him—what 
even we do not know—that he is not our son?” 

“You will know when the letter arrives by the next post, 
father. But now I have heard the story, I think it must have 
been told him by a woman;” and he related how they had 
been watched by a woman who was a stranger to them. 

‘What was she like, Rupert?” 

Rupert described her as well as he was able. 

“T have no doubt that it was Mrs. Humphreys, Rupert; she 
would be about the age you describe, and, allowing for the 
seventeen years that have passed since I have seen her, like 
her in appearance. But we had better go in to your mother 
now, she must be told. I will go in first and break it to her. 
Of course there is nothing else that can be done until we get 
Edgar’s letter. I will send a man off on horseback to the post- 
office, we shall get it an hour earlier than if we wait for the 
postman to bring it.” 

It was half an hour before Captain Clinton came out from 
the drawing-room and called Rupert in. The boy had been 
telling the news to Madge, having asked his father if he should 
do so. She had been terribly distressed, and Rupert himself 
had completely broken down. 

“You can come in now, both of you,” Captain Clinton said. 
“Of course, your mother is dreadfully upset, so try and keep 
up for her sake.” 

Mrs. Clinton embraced Rupert in silence, she was too affected 
for speech. 

“Do you think,” she said after a time in broken tones, “ Edgar 
can have gone with this woman?” 

‘‘T don’t know, mother; I have not been able to think about 
it. 1 should not think he could. I know if it had been me I 
should have hated her even if she was my mother, for coming 
after all this time to rob me of your love and father’s. I 


62 WAITING. 


should run away as he has done, I daresay, though I don’t 
know about that; but I would not have gone with her.” 

“T cannot make out how she could have known which was 
which,” Captain Clinton said, walking up and down the room; 
‘we have never seen any likeness in either of you to ourselves, 
but it is possible she may have seen a likeness in Edgar to her 
husband, By the way,” he said suddenly, “I must send off a 
telegram to River-Smith; he, of course, will be most anxious.” 
He took a telegram form from his desk, and after a minute’s 
hesitation wrote: ‘ No anxiety as to Edgar’s mind—can account 
for his conduct—will write fully to-morrow after I have received 
his letter—shall keep Rupert here some days.” Then putting 
it in an envelope, he rang the bell and directed the servant to 
give it to one of the grooms with orders to ride with it at once 
to the nearest telegraph station. 

“Now, Rupert, the best thing you and Madge can do is to 
go out for a walk. You can know nothing more until the letter 
arrives, and it will be better for you to be moving about than 
to be sitting here quietly. Your mother had best lie down 
until the letter comes; it cannot be here until five o’clock.” 

Madge and Rupert as they walked talked the matter over in 
every possible ight, the only conclusion at which they arrived 
being that whoever might be Edgar’s father and mother they 
would always regard him as their brother, and should love him 
just the same as before. 

“T cannot think why he ran away!” Madge exclaimed over 
and over again. ‘Jam sure I should not run away if I found 
that I wasn’t father and mother’s real daughter. They have 
been everything to me, and I could not love them a bit less if 
I did know that I was their adopted child instead of being their 
real one.” 

‘No, certainly not,” Rupert agreed; “but then, you see, 
Madge, Edgar may have thought that he had been adopted, 
not as childless people sometimes adopt children, but because 
they could not help adopting him.” 
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“But that wasn’t his fault, Rupert.” 

‘No, that wasn’t his fault; but I can understand him feeling 
that it made a great difference. Oh, I wonder what he is doing! 
I expect he went up to London by the night mail; he would 
have caught that at Glo’ster. But what could he do when he 
got there?” 

“Oh, I am not thinking about that!” the girl said. ‘Iam 
thinking what he must feel when he knows father and mother 
are not his father and mother, and that you and I are not his 
brother and sister. It must be awful, Rupert.” 

“It must be awful,” Rupert agreed. ‘I do not know what 
I should have done had it been me, and you know it might just 
as well have been me as Edgar. I wish it were five o'clock!” 

The afternoon seemed indeed endless to them all. For the 
last half-hour Rupert and Madge sat at the window gazing 
across the park for the first sight of the horseman, and at last 
they exclaimed simultaneously, ‘“‘There he comes!” 

Captain Clinton, who had been sitting by the sofa holding 
his wife’s hand in his, rose. ‘I will go and meet him,” he said. 
‘Rupert and Madge, you had better go into the library until 
I call you. I must read it over first to your mother.” 

Without a word they went into the other room, and from the 
window watched Captain Clinton as he walked quickly down 
the drive to meet the groom. They saw him take the letter, 
and, as the man rode on towards the stables, open it and stand 
reading it. 

“Tt is very bad,” Madge said almost in a whisper, as she 
saw her father drop his hand despondently to his side, and 
then with bent head walk towards the house. Not another 
word was spoken until Captain Clinton opened the door and 
called them. Madge had been crying silently, and the tears 
were running fast down Rupert’s cheeks as he sat looking out 
on to the park. 

“You had better read the letter here,” Captain Clinton said. 
“T may tell you what I did not mention before, that there was 
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a strong opinion among many at the time, that the confusion 
between the children arose, not from accident, as was said, but 
was deliberate, and this letter confirms that view. This is what 
has hit Edgar so hard.” 

The letter was as follows :— 

“My dearest father, for I cannot call you anything else, | 
have just heard about my birth from a woman who calls her- 
self my mother, and who, I suppose, has a right to do so, though 
certainly I shall never call her or think of her so. She has 
told me about her child and yours getting mixed, and how you 
brought both up in hopes of finding out some day which was 
which. 

“Rupert and I had noticed for some days a woman looking 
at us, and she met me this afternoon and said she had some- 
thing of extreme importance to tell me. I went with her and 
she told me the story, and said that I was her son and not 
yours. I asked her how she knew me from Rupert, and she 
said that one of us had a small mole on the shoulder. I knew 
that Rupert had a tiny mole there, and she said that that was 
the mark by which she knew your son from hers. 

“Then, father, she told me that she had done it all on pur- 
pose, and had sacrificed herself in order that I might benefit 
from it. This was all horrible! And then she actually proposed 
that I should not only keep silent about this, but offered to 
come forward and declare that it was her son who had the 
mole on his shoulder, so that I might get the whole and Rupert 
none, I don’t want to say what I felt. I only told her I 
would think it over. I have been thinking it over, and I am 
going away. My dear father and mother, for I shall always 
think of you so, I thank you for all your love and kindness, 
which I have received through a horrible fraud. If it had all 
been an accident, and you had found out for yourselves by the 
likeness that Rupert was your son, I do not think that I should 
have minded, at least nothing like so much. I should, of course, 
have been very grieved that you were not my father and mother, 
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and that Rupert and Madge were not my brother and sister; 
but it would have been nobody’s fault, and I am sure that you 
would all still have loved me. But to know that it has been a 
wicked fraud, that I have been an impostor palmed upon you, 
that there has been a plot and conspiracy to rob you, and that 
I have a mother who not only did this, but who could propose 
to me to go on deceiving you, and even to join in a fresh fraud 
and to swindle Rupert, is so awful that there is nothing for me 
to do but to go away. 

“I feel sure you will all be sorry, and that though I am 
not your son you would go on treating me as if I were a younger 
brother of Rupert’s. But I could not bear it, father. I could 
not accept anything from you, for I should feel that it was the 
result of this wicked fraud, that it was what this woman, I can- 
not call her mother, had schemed for me to get. Some day 
when I have made my way, and when all this may not hurt me 
so horribly as it seems to do now, I will come and see you all 
if you will let me, to thank you all for the love and kindness 
that should never have been mine. But that will not be till I 
am in a position when I can want nothing, for I feel now that 
were | dying of hunger I could not accept a crust from your 
hands, for if I did so I should feel I was a party to this 
abominable fraud. God bless you, dearest father and mother 
and Rupert and Madge!—Your unhappy Edgar.” 


CHAPTER IV. 
BACK AT SCHOOL 


| fe was a long time after they had, with many breaks, read 
Edgar’s letter to the end before Rupert and Madge could 
compose themselves sufficiently to accompany their father into 


the drawing-room. They again broke down when they met 
( 650) E 
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their mother; and it was not until Captain Clinton said, “Come, 
we must all pull ourselves together and see what is to be done, 
and talk the whole matter over calmly,” that by a great effort 
they recovered their composure. ‘ Now, in the first place, we 
must try to find Edgar. He has got twenty-four hours’ start 
of us, but that is not very much. I suppose you think, Rupert, 
that there is no doubt that he went up to town by the night 
train.” 

‘“‘T have no doubt that he got away in time to do so, father; 
but of course he might have gone by the down train, which 
passes through Gloucester somewhere about the same time.” 

‘“‘T do not think it likely that he did that, Rupert. I should 
say he was sure to go to London; that is almost always the 
goal people make for, unless it is in the case of boys who want 
to go to sea, when they would make for Liverpool or some 
other port. But I don’t think Edgar was likely to do that. I 
don’t think he had any special fancy for the sea; so we may 
assume that he has gone to London. What money had he?” 

‘““He had that five-pound note you sent three days ago, 
father, to clear off any ticks we had, and to pay our journey 
home. That is what he meant when he said, ‘I have taken the 
note, but I know you won’t grudge it me.’ I think he had 
about a pound left—that is about what I had—and I know 
when the note came he said that the money he had was enough 
to last him to the end of the term. So he would have the five- 
pound note untouched when he got to London, and if driven 
to it he could get, I should think, six or seven pounds for his 
watch and chain.” 

‘That would give him enough to keep him some little 
time. If he had been a couple of years older I should say 
that he would probably enlist at once, as you had both made 
up your minds to go into the army. But although lads do 
enlist under the proper age, no recruiting officer or doctor 
would pass him as being eighteen. The first thing to do will 
be to advertise for him—in the first place to advertise offering 
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a reward for information as to his whereabouts, and in the 
second place advertising to him direct, begging him to come 
home.” 

‘“‘But he would never come, father,” Rupert said, looking at 
the letter, which Captain Clinton still held in his hand. 

“It would depend how we advertised. Suppose I were to 
say, ‘Statement of woman not believed; we are in as much 
doubt as before.’” 

The others looked up in intense surprise. 

“Oh, father, how could you say that?” Rupert exclaimed. 
“Oh, if we could but say so! I should be quite, quite content 
to know that either of us might be her son—that would not 
matter so much if we felt that you loved us both equally; but 
how could you say so?” 

“Because, Rupert,” Captain Clinton said gravely, “TI still 
think there is great ground for doubt.” 

“Do you really, father? Oh, I am pleased! I think—yes, I 
am sure that I could bear now to know that Edgar is your real 
son, and not I. It would be so different to learn it from your 
lips, to know that you all love me still, instead of hearing it 
in the dreadful way Edgar did. But how do you doubt, 
father? It seemed to me from reading the letter so certain.” 

“Do you really doubt, Percy?” Mrs. Clinton asked. 

“T do indeed, Lucy; and I will give you my reasons. In the 
first place, this woman left India a few weeks after the affair. 
She certainly could not have seen the children until we returned 
to England, and, so far as we know, has never seen them since. 
If she has seen them, she never can have spoken to them or 
come in any sort of contact with them, therefore she cannot 
possibly have known which is which. When she saw them at 
Cheltenham, and Rupert says that she was there more than a 
week, she met them upon every possible occasion and stared 
hard at them. It is evident, therefore, that she was for all that 
time doubtful. No doubt she was doing what we used to do, 
trying to detect a resemblance. Now, if we in all these years 
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with the boys, constantly watching their ways and listening to 
their voices, could detect no resemblance, it is extremely im- 
probable that she was able to do so from merely seeing them a 
score of times walking in the streets. I do not say that it is 
impossible she could have done so; I only say it is extremely 
improbable; and I think it much more likely that, finding she 
could see no resemblance whatever, she determined to speak to 
the first whom she might happen to find alone.” 

“ But there is the mark, father,” Rupert said. 

“Yes, there is the mark,” Mrs. Clinton repeated. 

“I did not know you had a mark, Rupert. I wonder we 
never noticed it, Lucy.” 

“It is a very tiny one, father. I never noticed it myself— 
indeed I can hardly see it before a glass, for it is rather at the 
back of the shoulder—until Edgar noticed it one day. It is not 
larger than the head of a good-sized pin. It is a little dark- 
brown mole. Perhaps it was smaller and lighter when I was a 
baby; but it must have been there then, or she would not have 
known about it.” 

“That is so, Rupert; but the mere fact that it is there does 
not in any way prove that you are our son. Just see what 
Edgar says about it in his letter. Remember the woman could 
not have known which of you boys had the mark; and that 
she did not know, that is to say, that she had not recognized the 
likeness, appears from Edgar’s letter. This is what he says: 
‘She said that one of us had a small mole on the shoulder. 
I knew that Rupert had a tiny mole there; and she said 
that was the mark by which she knew your son from hers,’ 
Suppose Edgar had replied, ‘ Yes, I have such a mark on my 
shoulder,’ might she not have said, that is the mark by which 
I can distinguish my son from that of Captain Clinton?” 

The others were silent. Then Mrs. Clinton said, “You 
know, Percy, I do not wish to prove that one more than the 
other of the boys is ours; but naturally the woman would 
wish to benefit her own boy, and if it had been her own boy 
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who had the mark, why should she not have told Edyar that 
she had made a mistake, and that it was Rupert who was her 
son?” 

“I do not suppose, Lucy, that she cared in the slightest 
which was her son; her main object, of course, was to extort 
money. Edgar does not say anything at all about that; and 
of course at first she would try and make out that she was ready 
to sacrifice herself for him, and would scarcely say that she ex- 
pected him to make her a handsome allowance when he came 
into the property, but I have no doubt that was her motive. 
Well, you see, she had already begun with Edgar. Suppose 
she said that she had made a mistake, and Rupert was her son. 
Edgar would have gone in and told him, and would probably 
have telegraphed to me, so that I could get to Rupert before 
this woman saw him, and she would have known then that 
her story would have been upset altogether. No court of law 
would attach any weight to what she might say. She would 
have to stand confessed as having been concerned in a gross 
fraud, and with having lied at first; and unless she was in a 
position to produce corroborative evidence to prove that her 
child had this mark, her word would go for nothing. 

‘“‘ Now, I feel sure that she could produce no such evidence. 
The mark was almost an invisible one, for it was never after- 
wards noticed. Had she shown it to any of the women of 
her acquaintance, they would have come forward when the 
change of children took place, and have pointed out that the 
children could be easily distinguished, inasmuch as my child 
had a peculiar mark. I feel sure that even her husband knew 
nothing about this mark, for I don’t believe he was a party to 
the fraud. He was terribly upset by the whole business, and 
took to drink afterwards. There were continual quarrels 
between his wife and himself, and she left him and went to 
England. I believe if he could have pointed out which was 
my child and which was his own, he would have done so. 

“ Certainly, I myself should have attached little or no weiglit 
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to this woman’s story if she had come here with it. I should 
have turned her out of the house, and have told her to go 
to a court if she dare and claim the custody of her son. She 
must have known the weakness of her own position, and as 
I say, having once opened the matter to Edgar, she determined 
to stick to it, knowing that a boy taken thus on a sudden 
would be likely to believe her, whereas if she said that you 
were her son she would find you already prepared and probably 
have to confront me too. So you see, Rupert, I can truthfully 
advertise—‘ Woman’s story not believed; we are in as much 
doubt as before; both are regarded by us as our sons.’” 

“T am glad, father!” Rupert exclaimed excitedly. ‘Oh! if 
Edgar had but written to you first, instead of going straight 
away.” 

‘Tt would have been better,” Captain Clinton said, “but I 
cannot blame him. I think it was natural that he should go 
as he did. He would have thought that had he written to me 
it would have seemed as if he wanted something from me, and 
anything would have seemed better to him than that. How- 
ever, we must set about doing something at once. I shall go 
by the nine o'clock local to Swindon, and on by the night mail 
to town. Then I shall set a detective at work. He may find 
out from the porters if anyone noticed a lad arrive by the 
night mail this morning, and shall draw up carefully-worded 
advertisements. I shall write to Mr. River-Smith before I 
start. What would you like, Rupert—to go back to-morrow, 
or to stay away until the end of the term? If you take my 
advice, you will go back; it would be a pity for you to miss 
your examinations.” 

“T don’t think I could get through the examinations, father, 
with this on my mind; besides, what should I say to the fellows 
about Edgar’s going away? You see, if we find him before 
next term begins, we need say nothing about it.” 

“You would have to account for his having run away, 
Rupert, anyhow. I think you had better go back, my boy, 
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and tell the facts of the story. There is not the slightest dis- 
credit in it, and it would be better for Edgar himself that it 
should be known that he went under the influence of a mis- 
take than that all sorts of reasons should be assigned for his 
absence. There will, of course, be no occasion to go into full 
details. You would tell the story of the confusion that arose 
as to the children, and say that Edgar had received some in- 
formation which led him erroneously to conclude that the 
problem was solved, and that he was not my son, and that 
therefore he had run away so as to avoid receiving any further 
benefits from the mistake that had been made.” 

“Perhaps that would be best, father. Indeed I don’t know 
what I should do if I were to stop here now with nothing to 
do but to worry about him.” 

‘“] am sure it will be best, Rupert. I will tell your master 
you will return to-morrow afternoon.” 

Captain Clinton went up to town by the night mail, and in 
the morning went to a private detective’s office. After giving 
particulars of Edgar’s age and appearance he went on: “ As he 
had no luggage with him, and there was nothing particular 
about his personal appearance, I consider it altogether useless 
to search for him in London; but I think it possible that he 
may try to enlist.” 

“Sixteen is too young for them to take him, unless he looks 
a good deal older than he is.” 

“Yes, I quite see that. At the same time that is the only 
thing that occurs to us as likely for him to try.” 

‘‘ Not likely to take to the sea, sir?” 

“Not at all likely from what we know of his fancies. Still 
he might do that for a couple of years with a view to enlisting 
afterwards.” 

“How about going to the States or Canada?” 

“That again is quite possible.” 

“Had he money with him, sir?” 

“He had about five pounds in his pocket, and a gold watch 
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and chain that he had only had a few months, and could, I 
should think, get seven or eight pounds for; but I do not see 
what he could do to get his living if he went abroad.” 

“No, sir; but then young gents always have a sort of fancy 
that they can get on well out there, and if they do not mind 
what they turn to I fancy that most of them can. Is he in 
any trouble, sir? You will excuse my asking, but a young 
chap who gets into trouble generally acts in a different sort of 
way to one who has gone out what we may call venture- 
some.” 

“‘ No, he has got into no trouble,” Captain Clinton said. “He 
has gone away under a misunderstanding, but there is nothing 
whatever to make him wish to conceal himself beyond the fact 
that he will do all he can to prevent my tracing him at present. 
Here are half a dozen of his photos. If you want more I can 
get them struck off.” 

“JT could do with another half-dozen,” the man said. “I 
will send them down to men who act with me at Southampton, 
Hull, Liverpool, Glasgow, and Plymouth, and will send two or 
three abroad. He might cross over to Bremen or Hamburg, 
a good many go that way now. I will look after the recruit- 
ing offices here myself; but as he is only sixteen, and as you 
say does not look older, I do not think there is a chance of his 
trying that. No recruiting sergeant would take him up. No, 
sir; I should say that if he has no friends he can go to, the 
chances are he will try to ship for the States or Canada. But 
what are we to do if we find him?” 

Captain Clinton had not thought of this. 

“Of course,” the man went on, “if you gave an authority 
for me to send down to each of my agents, they could take 
steps to stop him.” 

“No,” Captain Clinton said after a pause, during which he 
had been thinking that as he could not swear that Edgar was 
his son, he was in fact powerless in the matter. “No, I do not 
wish that done. I have no idea whatever of coercing him. I 
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want, if possible, to see him and converse with him before he 
goes. If that is not possible, and if he is not found until just 
as the ship is sailing, then I want your agent to wire to me the 
name of the steamer in which he goes and the port to which it 
sails, Then if there is a faster steamer going, I might be there 
as soon as he is; if not, I should wish you to telegraph to a 
private detective firm across the water, which I suppose you 
could do, to have somebody to meet the steamer as she came 
in, and without his knowing it to keep him under his eye until 
I arrive.” 

“I could manage all that, sir, easily enough. I will send off 
four of the photographs at once to the ports and the others as 
soon as I get them, and will go down with the other photo- 
graph to the recruiting office and arrange with one of the 
sergeants engaged there to let me know if he turns up, and 
will send a man down to the docks to watch the ships there, 
I will send off the other photos directly I get them.” 

There was nothing else for Captain Clinton to do, but before 
he returned home he wrote out a series of advertisements and 
left them at the offices of the principal papers. They ran as 
follows:—“ If E.C., who left Cheltenham suddenly, will return 
home he will find that he has acted under a misapprehension. 
The woman’s story was untrustworthy. He is still regarded 
as a son by P.C. and L.C.” Having done this he drove to 
Paddington, and went down by an afternoon train. 

Rupert arrived at Cheltenham just as the others had sat 
down to tea. . 

‘Hullo, Clinton! Back again, eh? Glad to see you.” 

Rupert nodded a reply to the greeting. His heart was too 
full to speak, and he dropped into the seat he was accustomed 
to use, the others moving up closely to make room for him. 
A significant glance passed between the boys. They saw that 
Edgar was not with him, and guessed that there was something 
wrong. There had been a good deal of wonder among them 
at the Clintons’ sudden disappearance, and although several of 
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the boys had seen Rupert go into his brother’s dormitory none 
had seen Edgar, and somehow or other it leaked out that 
Rupert had started in a cab to the station alone. There had 
been a good deal of quiet talk among the seniors about it. 
All agreed that there was something strange about the matter, 
especially as Robert, when questioned on the subject, had replied 
that Mr. River-Smith’s orders were that he was to say nothing 
about it. As a precautionary measure orders were given to 
the juniors that no word about the Clintons’ absence was to be 
said outside the house. 

After tea was over Rupert went up to Pinkerton. 

‘“‘Pinkerton, I should like to have a talk with you and 
Easton and two or three others—Skinner, and Mossop, and 
Templer—yes, and Scudamore.” 

“ Just as you like, Clinton. Of course if you like to tell us 
anything we shall be glad to hear it, but we all know that 
your brother was not the sort of fellow to get into any dis- 
honourable sort of scrape, and I can promise you we shall ask 
no questions if you would rather keep the matter altogether to 
yourself.” 

“No, I would rather tell you,” Rupert said. ‘I know none 
of you would think that Edgar would have done anything 
wrong, but all sorts of stories are certain to go about, and I 
would rather that the truth of the matter were known. You 
are the six head fellows of the house, and when I have told 
you the story you can do as you like about its going further.” 

“Well, if you go up to my study,” Pinkerton said, “I will 
bring the others up.” 

In three or four minutes the party were gathered there. 

“Look here, Clinton,” Easton said, ‘‘ Pinkerton says he has 
told you that we are all sure that, whatever this is all about, 
your brother has done nothing he or you need be ashamed 
about. I should like to say the same thing, and if it is painful 
for you to tell it do not say anything about it. We shall be 
quite content to know that he has left, if he has left—although 
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[ hope we shall see him again next term for some good reason 
or other.” 

“No, I would rather tell it,” Rupert said. “It is a curious 
story, and a very unpleasant one for us, but there is nothing 
at all for us to be ashamed about.” And he went on to tell them 
the whole story, ending with “ You see, whether Edgar or I am 
the son of Captain Clinton, or of this sergeant and his scheming 
wife, is more than we can say.” 

“It does not matter a bit to us,” Easton said, breaking the 
silence of surprise with which they had listened to the story. 
“We like you and your brother for yourselves, and it does not 
matter a rap to us, nor as far as I can see to anyone else, who 
your fathers and mothers were.” 

“T call it horribly hard lines for you both,” Skinner put in; 
“deuced hard lines, especially for your brother.” 

Pinkerton said: “ By what you say Captain Clinton and his 
wife don’t care now which is their real son; one is real and the 
other adopted, and as they regard you in the same light they 
don’t even want to know which is which. Well, now you 
know that, it seems to me you are all right anyhow. You 
see your brother didn’t know that, and when this woman told 
him she was his mother, and that the whole thing had been 
a preconcerted plot on her part, I can quite understand his 
going straight away. I think we should all have done the 
same if we had had the same story told to us, and had seen we 
were intended to be parties to a fraud of that sort. Well, I 
am glad you told us, but I do not think there is any occasion 
for the story to go further.” 

“Certainly not,” Easton agreed, “it would do no good what- 
ever; and of course it would never be kept in the house, but 
would come to be the talk of the whole school. All that need 
be said is that Clinton has told us the reason of his brother 
leaving so suddenly, that we are all of opinion that he acted 
perfectly rightly in doing so, and that nothing more is to be 
said about the matter. We will each give Clinton our word 
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of honour not to give the slightest hint to anyone about it, or 
to say that it is a curious story or anything of that sort, but 
just to stick to it that we have heard all about it and are per- 
fectly satisfied.” 

“That will certainly be the best plan,” Pinkerton agreed; 
“but I think it would be as well for us to say he has left for 
family reasons, and that it is nothing in any way connected 
with himself, and that we hope that he will be back ayain next 
term.” 

“Yes, we might say that,” Easton agreed; “family reasons 
mean all sorts of things, and anyone can take their choice out 
of them. Well, Clinton, I shouldn’t worry over this more than 
you can help. I daresay Edgar will be found in a day or two. 
At any rate you may be sure that no harm has come to him, or 
is likely to come to him. If he emigrates, or anything of that 
sort, he is pretty safe to make his way, and I am sure that 
whatever he is doing he will always be a gentleman and a good 
fellow.” 

“That he will,” Mossop said cordially. ‘I hope we should 
all have done as he has under the same circumstances, but it 
would be a big temptation to some fellows to have the alter- 
native of a good fortune and a nice estate on one side, and of 
going out into the world and making your own living how you 
can on the other.” 

There was a chorus of assent. 

“ Yes,” Easton said, “it is very easy to say ‘Do what is right 
and never mind what comes of it;’ but we should all find it very 
hard to follow it in practice if we had a choice like that before 
us. Well, you tell your brother when you hear of him, Clinton, 
that we all think better of him than before, and that whether 
he is a sergeant’s son or a captain’s we shall welcome him 
heartily back, and be proud to shake his hand.” 

And so it was settled, and to the great disappointment of 
the rest of the house no clue was forthcoming as to the cause 
of Edgar Clinton leaving so suddenly; but as the monitors and 
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seniors all seemed perfectly satisfied with what they had heard, 
it was evident to the others that whatever the cause might be 
he was not to blame in the matter. 

During the short time that remained of the term Rupert got 
on better than he had expected. While the examination was 
going on Easton invited him to do his work in his private 
study, gave him his advice as to the passages likely to be set, 
and coached him up in difficult points, and he came out higher 
in his form than he had expected to do. 

Three days before the school broke up Easton said: “Clinton, 
I have had a letter from my father this morning, and he will 
be very glad if you will come down to spend the holidays at our 
place. And so shall I. There is very good hunting round us. 
My father has plenty of horses in his stables, and I expect we 
shall be rather gay, for my brother comes of age in the week 
after Christmas, and there is going to bea ball and soon. I 
don’t know how you feel about it, but I should say that it 
would be better for you than being at home where everything 
will call your brother to your mind, and your being there will 
make it worse for the others.” 

“JT am very much obliged to you, Easton; I should like it 
very much. I will write off to the governor at once and hear 
what he says. They might like to have me home, and possibly 
I might be useful in the search for Edgar. As I have told you, 
I feel sure that he has enlisted. He would be certain to change 
his name, and it would be no use anyone who did not know 
him going to look at the recruits.” 

“But we agreed, Clinton, that no one would enlist him at 
his age, and he is altogether too old to go as a band-boy.” 

“Yes, I know that; and that is what worries me more than 
anything. Still I cannot help thinking that he will try some- 
how to get into the army. If he can’t, I believe he will do 
anything he can to get a living until they enlist him.” 

“T don’t think he can anyhow pass as eighteen, Clinton. If 
it was for anything else he might get up with false moustache or 
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something; but you see he has got to pass a strict examination 
by a surgeon. I have heard that lots of fellows do enlist under 
age, but then some fellows look a good bit older than they are. 
I don’t believe any doctor would be humbugged into believing 
that Edgar is anything like eighteen.” 

‘‘Well, I will write to my father this afternoon and hear 
what he says. If he thinks I cannot do any good and they 
don’t want me at home, I shall be very pleased to come to 
you.” 

Captain Clinton’s letter came by return of post. He said 
that he was very pleased Rupert had had an invitation that 
would keep him away. ‘We have received no news whatever 
of Edgar, and I don’t think that it would be of any use for 
you to join in the search for him. There is no saying where 
he may have gone or what he may be doing. I agree with you 
that he will most likely take any job that offers to keep him 
until he can enlist. Arrangements have been made with one 
of the staff sergeants at the head-quarters of recruiting in Lon- 
don to let us know if any young fellow answering to Edgar’s 
description comes up to be medically examined. So we shall 
catch him if he presents himself there. Unfortunately there 
are such a number of recruiting depdts all over the country, 
that there is no saying where he may try to enlist—that is, if 
he does try. However, at present there is certainly nothing 
you can do, I should like to have you home, and your mother 
says she should like you too, but I do think that for her 
sake it is better you should not come. As long as you are 
away there is nothing to recall at every moment the fact that 
Edgar has gone, whereas if you were here his absence would 
be constantly be before her. She is quite ill with anxiety, and 
Dr. Wilkinson agrees with me that change is most desirable. 
I am sure she would not hear of going away if you were at 
home; it would give her a good excuse for staying here; but 
when she hears that you are not coming I think I may be 
able to persuade her to listen to Wilkinson’s opinion, and in 
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that case I shall take her and Madge down to Nice at once. 
If I can get her there by Christmas so much the better, for 
Christmas at home would be terribly trying to us all Once 
we are there, we can wander about for two or three months in 
Italy or Spain, or across to Algeria or Egypt—anything to dis- 
tract her mind.” 

Accordingly Rupert accepted Easton’s invitation, and went 
with him to his father’s in Leicestershire. Had it not been for 
the uncertainty about Edgar he would have enjoyed his holidays 
greatly. Although he had always joined to a certain extent in 
the chaff of his school-fellows at Easton’s care about his dress 
and little peculiarities of manner, he had never shared in Skin- 
ner’s prejudices against him, and always said that he could 
do anything well that he chose to turn his hand to, and had 
appreciated his readiness to do a kindness to anyone who 
really needed it. It had been his turn now, and the friendly 
companionship of the elder boy had been of the greatest value 
to him. Easton had never said much in the way of sympathy, 
which indeed would have jarred Rupert’s feelings, but his 
kindness had said more than words could do; and Rupert, as 
he looked back, felt ashamed at the thought that he had often 
joined in a laugh about him. 

At home the points that had seemed peculiar at school were 
unnoticeable. The scrupulous attention to dress that had there 
been in strong contrast to the general carelessness of the others 
in that respect, seemed but natural in his own house, where 
there were a good many guests staying. Rupert and Edgar had 
always been more particular at home than at school; but 
Easton was the same, indeed Rupert thought that he was if 
anything less particular now than he had been at River- 
Smith’s, 

A week after Christmas Rupert received a letter from his 
father, written at Nice, saying that a letter from Edgar had 
been forwarded on from home, and giving the brief words in 
which the lad said that he was well, and that they might be 
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under no uneasiness respecting him. “This does not tell us 

much,” Captain Clinton went on, “but we are very pleased, 

inasmuch as it seems that Edgar does not mean altogether to 
drop out of our sight, but will, we hope, write from time to 
time to let us know that at any rate he is well. The letter has 
the London post-mark, but of course that shows nothing; it 
may have been written anywhere and sent to anyone—perhaps 
to a waiter at an hotel at which he stopped in London, and 
with whom he had arranged to post any letters that he might 
inclose to him. The letter has greatly cheered your mother, 
who, in spite of all I could say, has hitherto had a dread that 
Edgar in his distress might have done something rash. I have 
never thought so for an instant.. I trust that my two boys are 
not only too well principled, but too brave to act a coward’s 
part, whatever might befall them. Your mother, of course, 
agreed with me in theory; but while she admitted that Edgar 
would never if in his senses do such a thing, urged that his 
distress might be so great that he would not be responsible for 
what he was doing. Happily this morbid idea has been dissi- 
pated by the arrival of the letter, and I have great hopes now 
that she will rouse herself, and will shake off the state of silent 

brooding which has been causing me so much anxiety. It was 

but this morning that we received the letter, and already she 

looks brighter and more like herself than she has done since 

you brought us the news of Edgar’s disappearance.” 

This news enabled Rupert to enjoy the remainder of the 
holidays much more than he had done the first fortnight. He 
and Edgar had both been accustomed to ride since they had 
been children, and had in their Christmas holidays for years 
accompanied their father to the hunting field, at first upon 
ponies, but the previous winter on two light-weight carrying 
horses he had bought specially for them. Mr. Easton had 
several hunters, and Rupert, who was well mounted, thoroughly 
enjoyed the hunting, and returned to school with his nerves 
braced up, ready for work. 
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“I won't say anything against Easton again,” Skinner said 
when he heard from Rupert how pleasant his holidays had been 
made for him. “I noticed how he took to you and made 
things smooth for you the last ten days of the term, and I fully 
meant to tell him that I was sorry I had not understood him 
better before; only, in the first place, I never happened to have 
a good opportunity, and in the second place I don’t know that 
I ever tried to make one. However, I shall tell him now. It 
is not a pleasant thing to be obliged to own that you have 
behaved badly, but it is a good deal more unpleasant to feel it 
and not have the pluck to say so.” 

Accordingly the next time Easton came into the senior study, 
Skinner went up to him and said: 

“Easton, I want to tell you that I am uncommonly sorry 
that I have set myself against you because you have been more 
particular about your dress and things than the rest of us, and 
because you did not seem as keen as we were about football 
and things. I know that I have behaved like an ass, and I 
should like to be friends now if you will let me.” 

‘Certainly I will, Skinner,” Easton said, taking the hand he 
held out. ‘I don’t know that it was altogether your fault. My 
people at home are rather particular about our being tidy and 
that sort of thing, and when I came here and some of you 
rather made fun of me about it, I think that I stuck to it all 
the more because it annoyed you. I shall be going up for 
Sandhurst this term, and I am very glad to be on good terms 
with all you fellows before I leave; so don’t let us say anything 
more about it.” 

And with another shake of the hands their agreement to be 
friends was ratified. 

The term between Christmas and Easter was always the 
dullest of the year. The house matches at football were over. 
Although a game was sometimes played, there was but a 
languid interest in it. Paper-chases were the leading incident 
in the term, and there was a general looking forward to spring 
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weather, when cricket could begin and the teams commence 
practice for the matches of the following term. 

Easton was going up in the summer for the examination for 
the line. He was not troubling himself specially about it; and 
indeed his getting in was regarded as a certainty, for Mr. 
Southley had said that he would be safe for the Indian Civil 
if he chose to try, and considered it a great pity that he was 
going up for so comparatively an easy competition as that for 
the line. He occasionally went for a walk with Rupert, and 
while chatting with him frequently about Edgar, was continu- 
ally urging him not to let his thoughts dwell too much upon it, 
but to stick to his work. 

The watch at the various ports had long since been given 
up, for had Edgar intended to emigrate he would certainly 
have done so very shortly after his arrival in London, as his 
means would not have permitted him to make any stay there. 

“T think it is very thoughtful of Edgar,” Easton said one 
day when Rupert told him that he had heard from his father 
that another letter had arrived. ‘So many fellows when they 
run away or emigrate, or anything of that sort, drop writing 
altogether, and do not seem to give a thought to the anxiety 
those at home are feeling for them. He is evidently deter- 
mined that he will go his own way and accept no help from 
your people, and under the circumstances I can quite enter into 
his feelings; but, you see, he does not wish them to be anxious 
or troubled about him, and I don’t think there is anything for 
you to worry about, Clinton. He may be having a hardish 
time of it; still he is no doubt getting his living somehow or 
other, and I don’t know that it will do him any harm. 

‘“‘T think he is the sort of fellow to make his way in what- 
ever line he takes up, and though what he has learnt here may 
not be of much use to him at the start, his having had a good 
education is sure to be of advantage to him afterwards. A 
fellow who could hold his own in a tussle such as we had with 
the Greenites last term can be trusted to make a good fight in 
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anything. At any rate it is of no use your worrying yourself 
about him. You see, you will be going up in a year’s time for 
your examination for the line, and you will have to stick to it 
pretty steadily if you are to get through at the first trial. It 
won't help matters your worrying about him, and wherever 
he is and whatever he is doing he is sure to keep his eye on 
the lists, and he will feel just as much pleasure in seeing your 
name there as he would have done if he had been here with 
you. SolI should say, work steadily and play steadily. You 
have a good chance of being in the college boat next term; that 
and shooting will give you enough to do. 

“It is no use sticking to it too hard. I was telling Skinner 
yesterday he will regularly addle his brain if he keeps on 
grinding as he is doing now. But it is of no use talking to 
Skinner; when his mind is set on a thing he can think of 
nothing else. Last term it was football, now it is reading. 
It must be an awful nuisance to be as energetic as he is. I 
cannot see why he should not take life comfortably.” 

“He would say,” Rupert laughed, “he cannot see why he 
should do things by fits and starts as you do, Easton.” 

“Ah! but I do not do it on principle,” Easton argued. “I 
am all for taking it quietly, only sometimes one gets stirred up 
and has to throw one’s self into a thing. One does it, you know, 
but one feels it a nuisance—an unfair wear and tear of the 
system.” 

“ Your system does not seem to suffer seriously, Easton.” 

‘No; but it might if one were called upon to do these things 
often. But it is time for us to turn back, or we shall be late 
for tea.” 


CHAPTER YV. 
ENLISTED. 


1 aan had found but little difficulty in getting out from 
the house. He had timed himself so as to arrive at the 
station just before the train left for Gloucester, and taking 
his ticket, had slipped into an empty carriage. At Gloucester 
there was half an hour to wait before the up-train came in. 
This time he got into a carriage with several other people. 
He did not want to spend the night thinking, and as long as 
his fellow-passengers talked he resolutely kept his attention 
fixed on what they were saying. Then when one after the other 
composed themselves for a sleep, he sat with his eyes closed, 
thinking over his school-days. He had already, while he lay 
tossing on his bed, thought over the revelation he had heard 
from every point of view. He had exhausted the subject, and 
would not allow his thoughts to return to it. 

He now fought the football match of the Greenites over again 
in fancy. It seemed to him that it was an event that had taken 
place a long time back, quite in the dim distance, and he was 
wondering vaguely over this when he too fell asleep, and did not 
wake up until the train arrived at Paddington. It was with a 
feeling of satisfaction that he stepped out on to the platform. 
Now there was something todo. It was too early yet to see 
about lodgings. He went to a little coffee-house that was 
already open for the use of the workmen, had some breakfast 
there, and then walked about for two or three hours until 
London was astir, leaving his things at the coffee-house, Then 
he went to a pawnbroker’s and pawned his watch and chain. 
Then, having fetched his things from the coffee-house, he went 
into the Edgware Road and took an omnibus down to Victoria 
and then walked on across Vauxhall Bridge, and set to work to 
look for lodgings. 
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He was not long in finding a bed-room to let, and here he 
installed himself. He was convinced Captain Clinton would 
have a vigilant search made for him, but he thought that 
he was now fairly safe, however sharp the detectives might 
be in their hunt for him. He felt deeply the sorrow there 
would be at home, for he knew that up to now he and Rupert 
had been loved equally, and that even the discovery that he 
had had no right to the care and kindness he had received 
would make no great difference in their feeling towards him. 
Had the change of children been really the result of accident, 
he would not have acted as he had done. 

He himself had had no hand in the fraud, but were he to 
accept anything now from Captain Clinton he felt that he would 
be an accessary to it. Had not his mother, his own mother, 
proposed that he should take part in the plot, that he should 
go on deceiving them, and even that he should rob Rupert alto- 
gether of his inheritance? It was too horrible to think of. There 
was nothing for it that he could see but for him to go out utterly 
from their lives, and to fight his way alone until he could, at 
any rate, show them that he needed nothing and would accept 
nothing. He was dimly conscious himself that he was acting 
unkindly and unfairly to them, and that after all they had done 
for him they had a right to have a say as to his future; but at 
present his pride was too hurt, he was too sore and humiliated 
to listen to the whisper of conscience, and his sole thought was 
to hide himself and to make his own way in the world. 

Lest his resolution should be shaken he carefully abstained 
from a perusal of the papers, lest his eye might fall upon an 
advertisement begging him to return. His mind was made up 
that he would enlist. He knew that at present he could not 
do so as a private, but he thought that he might be accepted 
as a trumpeter. He thought it probable that they would 
guess that such was his intention, and would have given a 
description of him at the recruiting offices. It was for this 
reason that he determined to live as long as he could upon his 
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money before trying to enlist, as if some time elapsed he would 
be less likely to be recognized as answering the description 
that might be given by Captain Clinton than if he made the 
attempt at once. From Vauxhall he often crossed to West- 
minster, and soon struck up an acquaintance with some of the 
recruiting sergeants. 

‘Want to enlist, eh?” one of them said. 

“T am thinking of entering as a trumpeter.” 

“Well, you might do that. There are plenty of younger 
Jads than you are trumpeters in the cavalry. I will look at 
the list and see what regiments have vacancies; but I doubt 
whether they will take you without a letter from your father 
saying that you are enlisting with his consent,” 

“T have no father that I know of,” Edgar said. 

“Well, then, it is likely they will want a certificate from a 
clergyman or your schoolmaster as to character; and I expect,” 
the sergeant said shrewdly, “you would have a difficulty in 
getting such a paper.” 

Edgar nodded. 

‘“‘ Well, lad, if you have quite made up your mind about it, 
my advice would be, do not try here. In London they are a 
lot more particular than they are down in the country, and I 
should say you are a good deal more likely to rub through at 
Aldershot or Canterbury than you would be here, They are 
more particular here. You see, they have no great interest in 
filling up the ranks of a regiment, while when you go to the 
regiment itself, the doctors and officers and all of them like 
seeing it up to its full strength, so their interest is to pass a 
recruit if they can. I have known scores and hundreds of men 
rejected here tramp down to Aldershot, or take the train if they 
had money enough in their pockets to pay the fare, and get 
passed without a shadow of difficulty.” 

“T would rather not enlist for the next month or two,” Ed- 
gar said; “there might be somebody asking after me.” 

“If you will take my advice, lad, you will go back to your 


TAKING LESSONS. 87 


friends. There are many young fellows run away from home, 
but most of them are precious sorry for it afterwards.” 

“T am not likely to be sorry for it, sergeant, and if I am I 
shall not go back. Do you think I could find anyone who 
would give me lessons on the trumpet?” 

“T should say that there would not be any difficulty about 
that. There is nothing you cannot have in London if you have 
got money to pay for it. If you were to go up to the Albany 
Barracks and get hold of the trumpet-major, he would tell you 
who would teach you. He would not do it himself, I daresay, 
but some of the trumpeters would be glad to give you an hour 
a day if you can pay for it. Of course it would save you a lot 
of trouble afterwards if you could sound the trumpet before 
you joined.” 

Edgar took the advice, and found a trumpeter in the Blues 
who agreed to go out with him for an hour every day on to 
Primrose Hill, and there teach him to sound the trumpet. He 
accordingly gave up his room at Vauxhall, and moved across to 
the north side of Regent’s Park. For six weeks he worked for 
an hour a day with his instructor, who, upon his depositing a 
pound with him as a guarantee for its return, borrowed a 
trumpet for him, and with this Edgar would start of a morning, 
and walking seven or eight miles into the country, spend hours 
in eliciting the most mournful and startling sounds from the 
instrument. 

At the end of the six weeks his money was nearly gone, 
although he had lived most economically, and accordingly, after 
returning the trumpet to his instructor, who, although he had 
been by no means chary of abuse while the lessons were going 
on, now admitted that he had got on first-rate, he went down 
to Aldershot, where his friend the recruiting sergeant had told 
him that they were short of a trumpeter or two in the Ist 
Hussars. 

It was as well that Edgar had allowed the two months to 
pass before endeavouring to enlist, for after a month had been 
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vainly spent in the search for him, Rupert had suggested to 
his father that although too young to enlist in the ranks Edgar 
might have tried to go in as a trumpeter, and inquiries had 
been made at all the recruiting depéts whether a lad answering 
to his description had so enlisted. The sergeant had given 
him a note to a sergeant of his acquaintance in the Hussars. 

“T put it pretty strong, young un,” his friend had said when 
he gave him the note; “mind you stick to what I say.” 

The sergeant had indeed — incited partly perhaps by a 
liking for the lad, partly by a desire to return an equivalent 
for the sovereign with which Edgar had presented him—drawn 
somewhat upon his imagination. “I have known the young chap 
for a very long time,” he said; “his father and mother died 
years ago, and though I am no relation to him he looks upon 
me as his guardian as it were. He has learned the trumpet 
a bit, and will soon be able to sound all the calls. He will 
make a smart young soldier, and will, I expect, take his place 
in the ranks as soon as he is old enough. Do the best you can 
for him, and keep an eye on him.” 

“JT will take you round to the trumpet-major,” the sergeant 
said; “‘he had better go with you to the adjutant. You know 
what Sergeant M‘Bride says in this letter?” 

‘No, I don’t know exactly what he says. He told me he 
would introduce me to you, and that you would, he was sure, 
do your best to put me through.” 

‘“‘Well, you had better hear what he does say. It is always 
awkward to have misunderstandings. He says you have lost 
your father and mother; you understand that?” 

“That's right,” Edgar said quietly. 

And that he has known you for a very long time?” 

Edgar nodded. 

‘‘Tt seems to me a very long time,” he added. 

“ And that though he is no actual relation of yours he con- 
siders he stands in the light of your guardian. That is im- 
portant, you know.” 
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“T will remember that,” Edgar said. ‘There is certainly no 
one as far as I know who has a better right than Sergeant 
M‘Bride to advise me, or give me permission to enlist.” 

“Well, you stick to that and you are all right. Now, come 
along.” 

“I wonder who the young chap is,” the sergeant said to 
himself as they crossed the barrack yard. ‘As to what 
M ‘Bride said, we know all about that; I have been on the 
recruiting staff myself. But I think the young un was speaking 
the truth. He has lost his father and mother, he has known 
M‘Bride for some time, and he has got no one who has any 
right to interfere with him. Rum, too. The boy is a gentle- 
man all over, though he has rigged himself out in those clothes. 
Well, we are short of trumpeters, and I don’t suppose the 
adjutant will inquire very closely.” 

The trumpet-major was quite willing to do his share of 
the business. He was glad to fill up one of the vacancies, 
especially as it seemed that the new-comer would soon be able 
to take his place in the ranks; and after asking a few questions 
he went across with him to the adjutant. The latter looked 
at Edgar critically. 

“Smart young fellow,” he said to himself. ‘Got into some 
scrape at home, I suppose, and run away. Of course he has 
some got-up lie ready. Well, sergeant, what is it?” 

“Tad wishes to enlist as a trumpeter, sir. Here 1s a letter 
from his next friend, Sergeant M‘Bride of the 18th Hussars. 
Lad’s father and mother dead. M(‘Bride stands in place of 
guardian.” 

“A likely story,” the adjutant muttered to himself. ‘ What 
is your name, lad?” 

“T enlist as Edward Smith,” Edgar said, “age sixteen.” 

‘Parents dead ?” 

“T lost them when I was a child, sir.” 

“Who were they ?” 

“My father was a sergeant in the 30th Foot, sir.” 
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The adjutant was watching him narrowly. 
“Either he is telling the truth,” he said to himself, “or he 
is one of the calmest young liars I have ever come across.” 

“ And there is no one who has any legal right to control you 
or to object to your enlisting ?” 

‘No one, sir.” 

“ You cannot play, I suppose?” 

‘“‘T have been learning the trumpet for some little time, sir, 
and can sound a few of the calls.” 

“Well, I suppose that will do, sergeant. You had better 
take him across to the doctor. If he passes him put him up 
for the night, and bring him here to-morrow at twelve o'clock 
to be sworn in.” 

‘Rather a tough case that,” he said to himself as the trumpet- 
major left with the young recruit. ‘There is not a doubt 
the boy is lying, and yet I could have declared he was speaking 
the truth. Of course he may be the son of a non-commissioned 
officer, and have been brought up and educated by someone. 
He looks a gentleman all over, and speaks like one. Well, it 
is no business of mine;” and the adjutant gave the matter no 
further thought. 

The next day Edgar was sworn in. The colonel, hearing from 
the adjutant that he had questioned the boy, and that there 
was no impediment to his enlisting, passed him without a 
remark, and Edgar was at once taken to the regimental] tailor 
and measured for his uniform, and half an hour later was 
marched out with four or five of the other trumpeters beyond 
the confines of the camp, and was there set to work at the calls. 
His work was by no means light. He was at once sent into 
the riding-school, and he found it a very different thing to 
satisfy the riding-master and his sergeants than it had been to 
learn to sit a horse at home. However, his previous practice 
in that way rendered the work much easier for him than it 
would otherwise have been, and he was not very long in passing 
out from the squad of recruits, Jhen he had two or three 
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hours a day of practice with the trampet, an hour s day at 
gymnastics, and in the afternoon two hours of school. The 
last item was, however, but child’s play, and as soon as the 
instructor saw that the lad could without difficulty take a 
first-class, he employed him in aiding to teach others. 

The evening was the only time he had to himself; then, if 
he chose to take the trouble to dress, he could go out into the 
town or stroll through the camp or take a walk. If disin- 
clined for this there was the cavalry canteen, with a large 
concert-room attached, where entertainments were given by 
music-hall singers brought down from London. The trumpeters 
and bandsmen had a barrack-room to themselves, Edgar, who 
had a healthy appetite, found the food of a very different 
description to that to which he had been accustomed. Al- 
though up at six o'clock in the morning, even in the winter, as 
it was, there was nothing to eat until eight. Then there was 
a mug of a weak fluid called tea, and an allowance of bread. 
The dinner, which was at one, consisted of an amount of meat 
scarcely sufficient for a growing boy; for although had the allow- 
ance consisted entirely of flesh, it would have been ample, it 
was so largely reduced by the amount of bone and fat that the 
meat was reduced to a minimum. However, when eked out 
with potatoes and bread it sufficed well enough. 

Tea at six consisted, like breakfast, of a mug of tea and 
bread. Edgar found, however, that the Spartan breakfasts and 
teas could be supplemented by additions purchased at the 
canteen. Here pennyworths of butter, cheese, bacon, an egg, 
a herring, and many similar luxuries were obtainable, and two- 
pence of his pay was invariably spent on breakfast, a penny 
sufficing for the addition to his tea. 

He found that he soon got on well with his comrades. It 
was like going to a fresh school. There was at first a good 
deal of rough chaff, but as soon as it was found that he could 
take this good-temperedly, and that if pushed beyond a fair 
limit he was not only ready to fight but was able to use his 
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fists with much more science than any of the other trumpeters, 
he was soon left alone, and indeed became a favourite with the 
bandsmen. Two months after he joined he was appointed to 
a troop. He found, however, that he did not have to accom- 
pany them generally on parade. The regiment, like all others 
at home, was very short of its complement of horses, and only 
one trumpeter to each squadron was mounted. Edgar, how- 
ever, cared little for this. He considered his first two years’ 
work as merely a probation which had to be gone through 
before he could take his place in the ranks as a trooper. 

He found his pay sufficient for his needs, Although he had 
in the old days been in the habit of drinking beer, he had made 
a resolution to abstain from it altogether on joining the regi- 
ment. He determined to gain his stripes at the earliest pos- 
sible opportunity, and knew well enough, from what he had 
heard Captain Clinton say, that drink was the curse of the 
army, and that men, although naturally sober and steady, were 
sometimes led into it, and thereby lost all chance of ever rising. 
He had never smoked, and it was no privation to him to 
abstain from tobacco, and he had therefore the whole of his 
pay, after the usual deduction for stoppages, at his disposal] 
for food, and had always a little in his pocket to lend to any 
comrade who had the bad luck to be put on heavy stoppages 
by the loss of some of his necessaries, 

In this respect he himself suffered somewhat heavily at first. 
Accustomed at school to leave his things carelessly about with- 
out the slightest doubt as to their safety, he was astonished 
and shocked to find that a very much laxer code of morality 
prevailed in the army, and that any necessaries left about 
instantly disappeared. The first week after joining he lost 
nearly half the articles that had been served out to him, and 
was for some months on heavy stoppages of pay to replace 
them. The lesson, however, had its effect, and he quickly learnt 
to keep a sharp look-out over his things. He was soon dis- 
missed from school, obtaining his first-class at the examination, 
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which took place two months after he joined, and this gave 
him time to attend the fencing-school, and to give more time 
to gymnastics. 

When once accustomed to his work he found his life an 
easy and pleasant one, and had far more time at his disposal 
than had been the case at school. He resolutely avoided 
dwelling on the past, and whenever he found himself thinking 
of what had so long been home, he took up a book, or went 
out for a walk, or engaged in some occupation that served to 
distract his thoughts. He missed the games. Football was 
occasionally played, but there was no observance of rules, and 
after trying it once or twice he gave it up in disgust. He 
often joined in a game at fives, and practised running and jump- 
ing, so as to be able to take part in the regimental sports in 
the spring. 

When Easter had passed and the weather became bright and 
pleasant he often took long walks alone, for it was seldom he 
could find anyone willing to accompany him. He had learnt 
drawing at Cheltenham, and as he found that it would be use- 
ful for him when he obtained the rank of a non-commissioned 
officer to make sketches and maps to send in with reports of 
any country reconnoitred, he accustomed himself to do this 
on his walks, jotting down the features of the country, notic- 
ing the spots where roads came in, the width of the bridges 
across the canals and the nature of their banks, and taking 
sketches of what appeared to him positions that would be 
occupied to check a pursuing force, or to be taken up by an 
advanced one. 

At this time, too, he joined a class for signalling, and found it 
highly interesting, and before the end of the summer could 
send a message or read one with flags or flash-lights. As soon 
as the summer really began he took to cricket, and here he 
speedily attracted the attention of the officers. He had been 
the best bowler in the second eleven, and would have been in 
the first the next season at Cheltenham. But it was some little 
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time before his proficiency as a bowler became known, although 
it was soon seen that his batting was far above the average. 

“That youngster handles his bat well, Moffat,” one of the 
lieutenants said to the captain, who was the most energetic 
cricketer among the officers, and who with one or two of the 
sergeants generally made up the team when the regimental 
eleven played against that of another corps. 

‘Yes, he plays in good form, doesn’t he? Who is the young 
fellow at the wicket now, sergeant?” 

‘He is trumpeter of D troop, sir. He only joined three 
months ago, but he could play a bit when he came, and got 
posted to a troop before two others who joined four or five 
months before him.” 

‘‘The man who is bowling now is not up to much, sergeant. 
Suppose you take the ball for an over or two; I should like 
to see how that young fellow would stand up to your bowling.” 

The sergeant, who was one of the regimental bowlers, took 
the ball. Edgar, who had been driving the previous bowler 
in all directions, at once played carefully, and for an over or 
two contented himself with blocking the balls, then one came 
a little wide and he cut it to leg for four. 

Captain Moffat took off his coat and waistcoat and took the 
end facing the sergeant, and began to bowl some slow twisting 
balls, that were in strong contrast to the fast delivery of the 
sergeant. Edgar felt now that he was being tried, and played 
very cautiously. There were no runs to be made off such bowl- 
ing until the bowler became careless or tired. At last a ball 
came rather farther than usual. Edgar stepped out to meet it, 
and drove it nearly straight forward and scored four, and it 
was not until his score ran up to thirty that he was at last 
caught. 

“You will do, Smith,” Captain Moffat said approvingly. 
‘Where did you learn to play cricket?” 

‘<T learned at school, sir.” 

“Ah! well, they taught you that well if they taught you 
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nothing else. You go on practising, and I will give you a 
chance to play for the regiment the first time that there is a 
vacancy.” 

Two or three matches were played before the chance came. 
Then Sergeant Stokes, the bowler, hurt his hand the day 
before they were going to play the Rifle Brigade, which was 
considered the strongest team in camp. 

“This is an unlucky business, sergeant,” Captain Moffat 
said to him as they were talking over next day’s play. “I 
thought if we had luck we might make a good fight with the 
Rifles. Bowling is never our strongest point, and now you are 
out of it we shall make a very poor show. Are there any of 
the men outside the eleven who show any bowling talent?” 

The sergeant shook his head. 

“Not one of them, sir. I hoped Corporal Holland would 
have made a bowler, but he seems to have gone off rather than 
come on. No; we must trust to the bowlers we have got. 
There are four or five of them who are not bad, though except 
yourself, sir, there is nothing, so to speak, to depend on.” 

“You cannot depend on me, sergeant; there is no certainty 
about my bowling. Sometimes I do pretty fairly, at other times 
I get hit all over the field. No; my proper place is wicket- 
keeping. I should never leave that if we had two or three 
bowlers we could depend upon. Well, we must go in for run 
making, 

“T do not think that we can do better than put on that 
young trumpeter till you can play again. I have watched him 
several times at practice, and he always keeps his wickets up 
well, and hits freely whenever he gets a chance.” 

“Very well, sir. I will warn him that. he will be wanted 
to-morrow. There can be no harm in trying him for once any- 
how.” 

There was some little surprise among the men who played 
cricket at hearing that Trumpeter Smith was to play in the 
eleven against the Rifles, and some little grumbling among 
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those who had hoped to be the next choice. However, all 
agreed that he was a very likely youngster. The Hussars won 
the toss, and went in first. The bowling of the Rifles was 
deadly, and the ten wickets fell for fifty-two runs. Edgar was 
the last to go in, and did not receive a single ball, his partner 
succumbing to the very first ball bowled after Edgar had gone 
out to the wicket. Then the Rifles went in, and the loss of 
the Hussars’ fast bowler soon made itself felt. Two of the 
best bats of the Rifles were at the wicket, and in spite of sev- 
eral changes of bowling, seventy-four runs were scored without 
a separation being made. Captain Moffat looked round the 
field despairingly. He had tried all the men on whom he had 
any dependence. His own bowling had been very severely pun- 
ished, and he had retired when thirty runs had been scored 
and was reluctant to take the ball again. As he was standing 
undecided after an over in which twelve runs had been scored, 
his eye fell on Edgar as he ran lightly across to take up his 
place on the opposite side. 

“Smith!” Edgar ran up to him. “Do you bow! at all?” 

“JT have not bowled this season, sir, but I used to bowl 
pretty fairly.” 

“Very well, then, take the ball at this end after the next 
over. I am going to try Smith at this end,” he said to the 
young lieutenant who was long-stop. 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Well, there is one thing, he 
cannot make a worse mess of it than we are making already.” 

When the over was concluded, Edgar took the ball. The 
year that had elapsed since he had last played, and the gym- 
nastics and hard exercise, had strengthened his muscles greatly, 
and as he tossed the ball from hand to hand while the field 
took their places he felt that he was more master of it than he 
had been before. He had then been a remarkably fast bowler 
for his age, and would have been in the eleven had it not hap- 
pened that it already possessed three unusually good bowlers. 

The first ball he sent up was a comparatively slow one; he 
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wanted to try his hand. It was dead on the wicket, and was 
blocked; then he drew his breath, and sent the next ball in 
with all his force. A shout rose from the Hussars as two of 
the wickets went flying into the air. Another player came 
out, but at the fourth ball of the over his middle stump was 
levelled. 

“What do you think of that, Langley?” Captain Moffat 
asked the long-stop as they walked together to the other end. 
‘We have found a treasure. He bowls about as fast as any 
one I have ever seen, and every ball is dead on the wicket.” 

*‘ He is first-class,” the lieutenant, who was an old Etonian, 
said. “I wonder where he learnt to play cricket?” 

The wickets fell fast, and the innings concluded for 98, Edgar 
taking seven wickets for twelve runs. Captain Moffat put him 
in third in the second innings, and he scored twenty-four 
before he was caught out, the total score of the innings amount- 
ing to 126. The Rifles had therefore eighty-one runs to get to 
win. They only succeeded in making seventy-six, eight of 
them being either bowled out by Edgar or caught off his bowl- 
ing. After this he took his place regularly in the Hussar team, 
and it was generally acknowledged that it was owing to his 
bowling that the regiment that season stood at the head of the 
Aldershot teams. 


CHAPTER VI. 
EGYPT. 


ATURALLY his prowess at cricket made Trumpeter Smith 

a popular figure in the regiment, and even at the officers’ 

mess his name was frequently mentioned, and many guesses 

were ventured as to who he was and what school he came 
from. 


That he was a gentleman by birth nobody doubted. There 
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was nothing unusual in that, for all the cavalry regiments con- 
tain a considerable number of gentlemen in their ranks; men 
of this class generally enlisting in the cavalry in preference to 
the other arms of the service. It was, however, unusual for 
one to enlist at Edgar's age. Many young men, after having 
failed to gain a commission by competition, enlist in hopes of 
working up to one through the ranks. Another class are the 
men who having got into scrapes of one kind or another, run 
through their money, and tired out their friends, finally enlist 
as the only thing open to them. 

The first class are among the steadiest men in the regiment, 
and speedily work their way up among the non-commissioned 
officers. The second class are, on the other hand, among the 
wildest and least reputable men in the ranks. They are good 
men in a campaign where pluck and endurance and high spirits 
are most valuable, but among the worst and most troublesome 
when there is little to do and time hangs heavily on hand. 

There were two of the sergeants who had failed in the ex- 
amination for commissions, and were hoping some day to obtain 
them. One had been five years in the regiment, the other 
three. Their attention had first been called to Edgar by his 
getting a first-class in the examination, which at once stamped 
him as having had an education greatly superior to that of 
the majority of recruits. His position in the regimental 
cricket team further attracted their attention, and they took 
an opportunity to speak to him when it happened they were 
walking together and met Edgar returning from an afternoon’s 
ramble across the country. 

“ Well, Smith, how do you like soldiering?” 

‘T like it very well; I don’t think that there is anything to 
complain of at all.” 

“It is better than grinding away at Latin and Greek and 
mathematics, and that sort of thing,” the younger of the two 
sergeants said with a smile. 

“There are advantages both ways, sergeant.” 
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“So there are, lad. Of the two I like drill better than grind- 
ing at books, worse luck; if I had been fond of books I should 
not be wearing these stripes, I asked the band-master if you 
were learning an instrument. He said you were not. So I 
suppose you mean to give up your trumpet and join the ranks 
as soon as you get to eighteen?” 

“Yes. I should not care about being in the band.” 

“Your cricket is not a bad thing for you,” the elder of the 
two men said. “It brings you into notice, and will help you to 
get your stripes earlier than you otherwise would do; as a man 
who does his regiment credit either as a good shot or as a 
cricketer or in the sports is sure to attract notice, and to be 
pushed on if he is steady and a smart soldier. If you won't 
mind my giving you a bit of advice, I should say don’t try to 
push yourself forward. Sometimes young fellows spoil their 
chances by doing so. Some of the old non-commissioned 
officers feel a bit jealous when they see a youngster likely to 
make his way up, and you know they can make it very hot 
for a fellow if they like. So be careful not to give them a 
chance. Even if you are blown up when you do not deserve 
it, it is better to hold your tongue than to kick against it. 
Cheeking a non-commissioned officer never pays.” 

“Thank you, sergeant,” Edgar said quietly; “1 am much 
obliged to you for your advice.” 

“An uncommonly good style of young fellow,” Sergeant 
Netherton, who was the son of a colonel in the army, and had 
been educated at Harrow, said to his companion. “Comes from 
a good school, I should say. Must have got into some baddish 
scrape, or he never would be here at his age.” 

“Tt does not quite follow,” the other replied. ‘ His father 
may have died or burst up somehow, and sceing nothing 
before him but a place at a clerk’s desk or enlisting he may 
have taken this alternative; and not a bad choice either. For, 
putting aside altogether the chance of getting a commission, 
which is a pretty slight one, there is no pleasanter life for a 
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steady, well-conducted young fellow who has had a fair 
education than the army. He is sure of getting his stripes 
in a couple of years after enlisting. A non-commissioned 
officer has enough pay to live comfortably; he has no care or 
anxiety of any sort; he has more time to himself than a man 
in any other sort of business. There are no end of staff 
appointments open to him if he writes a good hand, and does 
not mind clerk work. If he goes in for long service he has 
every chance of being regimental sergeant-major before he has 
done, and can leave the service with a pension sufficient to 
keep him in a quiet way.” 

“Yes, that is all very well, Summers, but he cannot marry. 
That is to say, if he has, as we are supposing, been born and 
educated as a gentleman, he cannot marry the sort of woman 
he would like as a wife.” 

“No, there is that drawback,” the other laughed. ‘‘ But then, 
you sce, if he had been obliged to take a small clerkship lead- 
ing to nothing, he could hardly invite a young countess to 
share it with him.” 

As Edgar walked back to barracks he thought over the 
advice that had been given him, and recognized its value. He 
knew that the chances of his ever obtaining a commission 
were exceedingly small, and that even young men whose 
fathers were officers of high standing and considerable influence 
seldom obtain a commission under six or seven years’ service, 
and that the majority of commissions from the ranks are 
given to old non-commissioned officers who were made quarter- 
masters or pay-masters. He had not entered the service, as 
had the two non-commissioned officers with whom he had been 
speaking, for the express purpose of gaining a commission, but 
simply because he had always had a fancy for soldiering, and 
because it seemed at the time he left Cheltenham the only 
thing open to him. 

He had resolved from the first that he would regularly put 
by a portion of his pay, so that he could at any time purchase 
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his discharge if he wished to, should he see any opening in 
which he could embark by the time he reached the age of 
three or four and twenty. He would have gained experience, 
and might then, if he liked, emigrate to one of the colonies. 
He resolved that when winter came he would go into one of 
the regimental workshops and learn a trade, either saddlery 
or farriery, which would enable him to earn his living for a 
time abroad until he saw something better to do. At school 
Edgar had held his place rather by steady work than by 
natural talent. Rupert was the more clever of the two, but 
Edgar's dogged perseverance had placed him in a more ad- 
vanced position on the modern side than Rupert held on the 
classical, and in whatever position he might find himself his 
perseverance, power of work, and strong common sense were 
likely to carry him through. 

Edgar was conscious himself that he had acted hastily and 
wrongly in leaving Cheltenham as he had done, and yet he 
felt that if again placed in the same circumstances he should 
do the same. Captain Clinton had certainly a right to have a 
voice in his future, and yet he felt so keenly the dishonour of 
the fraud in which he had been an unconscious accomplice, 
that he could not have brought himself to accept any assistance 
at Captain Clinton’s hands. Still he knew that those at home 
—for he still thought of it as home—would be feeling much 
anxiety about him, and once a month he wrote a short letter 
to Captain Clinton saying that he was well and was keeping 
himself comfortably. These letters he gave in charge of com- 
rades going up for a day’s leave to London to post there for 
him. 

One day Edgar had gone with a dozen others to bathe in 
the canal. After doing so they had returned to barracks, and 
he had gone for a walk by himself. On his return he was 
walking along a lane at a distance of about a mile from the 
town, when he heard a scream. He at once started off at the 
top of his speed, and at a turn of the lane he came upon a 
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group of two tramps and two frightened ladies. One of these 
was in the act of handing over her purse to a tramp, while the 
second man was holding the other by the wrist, and was en- 
deavouring to tear off her watch and chain, which she was 
struggling to retain. Just as Edgar turned the corner he 
struck her on the face, and she fell backward on to the bank. 

Another moment and Edgar was up to them. The tramp 
turned with a savage oath. Edgar, who was carrying his 
riding-whip, struck him with it with all his strength across the 
eyes, and the man staggered back with a shriek of pain. The 
other stood on the defensive, but he was no match for Edgar, 
who was in hard exercise, and in regular practice with the 
gloves, and whose blood was thoroughly up. The fight lasted 
but a minute, at the end of which time the tramp was lying in 
the road roaring for mercy, and shouting to his comrade to 
come to his assistance. 

The latter, however, was stamping with pain, and was still 
unable to use his eyes. 

Edgar turned to the ladies. “If you will kindly walk on 
to the town,” he said, “‘and send the first man you meet here 
to me, I will take care of these two fellows until he arrives, 
and then we will hand them over to the police. Do not be 
alarmed,” he went on, seeing that they hesitated, “I think they 
have had enough of it” 

The ladies hurried off, and before going many hundred 
yards came upon three infantry men, who, when they heard 
what had happened, set off at a run to Edgar’s assistance. 
They arrived just in time. The man on the ground had 
recovered his feet, and he and his companion had attacked 
Edgar with fury, and it needed all the latter's skill and 
activity to defend himself. As soon as the soldiers arrived 
upon the scene the combat ceased. As a measure of pre- 
caution the tramps were first knocked down; they were then 
dragged on to their feet and conducted by their captors into 
Aldershot, where they were lodged at the police station. They 
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were followed by the two ladies, who after sending on the 
soldiers had waited until their return with the tramps. They 
waited outside the police station until a constable came out and 
asked them to sign the charge sheet, which they did. Edgar 
now looked at them fairly for the first time, and recognized one 
of them as being the wife of the major of his corps. 

“You belong to my husband’s regiment,” she said as they 
came out from the police station. ‘“ What is your name?” 

“Smith, madam. I am a trumpeter in D troop.” 

‘Oh, yes! I remember your face now. I have often seen you 
in the cricket field. Miss Pearson and myself are greatly in- 
debted to you. I should not mind so much being robbed of 
my purse, but I prize my watch very highly as it was a present 
from my father. Major Horsley will see you and thank you 
when he hears what you have done.” 

“T do not want any thanks,” Edgar said; “it is a pleasure 
to punish such ruffians.” 

Half an hour later Major Horsley came across to Edga1’s 
quarters, and the sergeant called the lad down. 

“T am greatly indebted to you, Smith,” he said, as Edgar 
saluted, “greatly indebted to you. You have behaved most 
gallantly, and have saved my wife from the loss of her watch 
and chain that she greatly valued, and perhaps from serious ill- 
treatment from those ruffians; as it was, one of them struck her 
a very severe blow on the face. I know enough of you, lad, to 
feel that I cannot offer you money for the service that you have 
rendered me; but be assured that I shall not forget it, and that 
when it is in my power to do you a good turn I will do so.” 

‘Thank you, sir,” Edgar said. “I am very glad to have 
been of service.” 

The major nodded kindly. Edgar saluted and turned away, 
well pleased at having made a friend who would have it in his 
power to be so useful to him, and still more pleased that the 
major had not offered him money as a reward for what he had 
done. An hour later he was sent for to the orderly-room, 
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where the colonel in the presence of several of the officers 
thanked him for his gallant conduct. 

“You are a credit to the regiment, Smith; and you may be 
sure that I shall keep my eye on you,” he concluded. 

The next day the tramps were brought up before the local 
magistrates and committed for trial for highway robbery with 
violence, and a month later they were brought up at the assizes 
at Winchester and sentenced to five years’ penal servitude. 
Edgar gained a great deal of credit in the regiment from the 
affair, and came to be known by the nickname of “The Ban- 
tam.” There were, of course, some men who were jealous 
of the young trumpeter’s popularity, and two or three of the 
non-commissioned officers especially felt aggrieved at the notice 
taken of him. One of these was the corporal in charge of the 
barrack-room occupied by Edgar, for he had, since he had been 
regularly appointed to a troop, left the quarters he first occupied 
with the band for those allotted to troop D. 

Corporals, however, have but little power in a barrack-room. 
They are in a sort of transitional state between a private and 
a sergeant, and are liable for even a comparatively small fault 
to be sent down again into the ranks. This being the case, 
they seldom venture to make themselves obnoxious to the men 
who were but lately their comrades, and may be their comrades 
again before a week is out. Corporal North, however, lost no 
opportunity of making himself disagreeable in a small way to 
Edgar. More than that he could not venture upon, for the men 
would at once have taken the lad’s part. 

The regiment had been for some little time first on the list 
for foreign service, and there was no surprise when the news 
ran round the barrack-rooms that the order had come to pre- 
pare for embarkation. It was supposed that as a matter of 
course India would be their destination; but it was soon known 
that the regiment was for the present to be stationed in Egypt. 
Most of the men would rather have gone direct to India, where 
soldiers are better off and better cared for than elsewhere. 
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Edgar, however, was pleased at the thought of seeing some- 
thing of Egypt, and it seemed to him, too, that there was a 
chance of active service there. 

“Jt seems to me,” he said, talking it over with several of his 
chums, “that sooner or later we must have some fighting in 
Egypt. I cannot understand how it is that some of the regi- 
ments there have not long ago been sent down to Suakim. We 
have smashed up the Egyptian army, and it seems to me that as 
we are really masters of the place we are bound to protect the 
natives from these savage tribes who are attacking them down 
on the Red Sea and up in the Soudan. The Egyptians always 
managed them well enough until we disbanded their army. If 
Hicks Pasha had had, as he asked for, an English regiment or 
two with him, he would never have been smashed up by the 
Mahdi’s people; and it seems to me awful that the garrisons 
of Sinkat and Tokar should be deserted when we have a lot of 
troops lying idle at Cairo, while Baker is trying in vain to get 
up a native force to march to their relief.\ I wish, instead of 
going to Egypt, we were going straight down to Suakim to help 
him. There is one thing, if Baker fails and Sinkat and Tokar 
fall into the hands of the natives, there will be such indignation 
that government will have to do something. So I think there 
is a very good chance of our seeing some active service there, 
which will be a thousand times better than sweltering in hot 
barracks in Cairo.” 

“Right you are, Smith,” one of the others said. ‘I don’t 
go in for reading the papers, and I don’t know anything about 
the chaps in Egypt; but if there is going to be a row, I say let 
us have our share in it. We are pretty well up in the pur- 
suing drill; it would be a change to do it with somebody to 
pursue. Anyhow, wherever it is it will be a good job to get out 
of Aldershot, with its parades and its drills and its Long Valley, 
and the whole blooming lot of it.” 

Three days later the order came, and the regiment proceeded 
by rail to Southampton; they embarked as soon as they arrived 
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there, and the transport started on the following morning. The 
weather was fine, and the voyage a pleasant one. They had 
but little to do, for they had left their horses behind them, 
as they were to take over the horses of the regiment they 
were going to relieve. The steamer was a fast one, and in 
twelve days after sailing they reached Alexandria. They were 
met when they arrived there by terrible news. General Baker’s 
force had marched to the relief of Tokar, but on the way had 
been attacked by the natives and utterly defeated, half the 
force being killed; and the whole would have been annihilated 
had they not reached the sea-shore, where the guns of the 
vessels which had brought them down from Suakim checked 
the pursuit of the enemy. Sinkat had fallen. 

The news had arrived only on the previous day, and the 
greatest excitement prevailed. The regiment at once proceeded 
to Cairo by train and took over the barracks and horses from 
the small detachment that had been left in charge of them, the 
main body of the regiment having crossed them on their journey 
from Alexandria, as they were to proceed to India in the same 
steamer that had brought out the Hussars. They were scarcely 
settled in their quarters before they heard that, now that it was 
too late, an expedition was to be sent down to Suakim. Two 
English regiments would have saved Baker’s force from de- 
struction, and would have rescued the garrisons of Sinkat and 
Tokar; now a large force would have to be employed. Some 
time would, of course, be needed for the organization of the 
expedition, and in the meantime the Hussars had plenty of 
opportunity for investigating Cairo. 

To Edgar the town was delightful, with its bazaar and its 
varied population, and he and some of his comrades were never 
tired of wandering about examining the shops with their curious 
contents, their bright-coloured scarves, their wonderful pipes, 
their gaudy brasswork, and their oriental stuffs and carpets. But 
the population were even more amusing, with the mixture of 
Egyptians, Arabs, and Negroes clad in every variety of garb: 
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from the Egyptian functionary in his neat blue uniform and 
fez, and the portly merchant in his oriental robes, to the Arabs 
muffled up in cotton cloths with turban and bernous, the lightly- 
clad Fellah, and the women shrouded in dark blue cottons with 
their faces almost entirely hidden by the yashmack. It néeded 
some dexterity to avoid the strings of loaded camels that made 
their way through the narrow streets, the porters carrying 
heavy weights hanging from the centre of a thick bamboo pole 
resting on the shoulders of two or four men, and the diminutive 
donkeys with their high saddles, on the top of which were 
perched men who looked far more capable of carrying the don- 
keys than the donkeys of supporting their weight. 

The men soon discovered that spirits were cheap in Cairo, 
and the result was a considerable addition to the number 
brought up at the orderly-room for drunkenness. Among these, 
to Edgar’s satisfaction, was Corporal North, who was at once 
sent back to the ranks and sentenced to a week in the cells. 
On the day he came out Edgar went up to him. 

“Now look here, North. You have made it pretty hot for 
me while you were corporal. If I had given you any cause for 
it I should bear no malice, but it has been simply persecution. 
As long as you were corporal I had to grin and bear it, but now 
that you are in the ranks we can settle matters; so I challenge 
you to meet me in the riding-school after we are dismissed from 
parade to-day.” 

“That will suit me exactly,” North said. ‘“‘ You want a lick- 
ing badly, young fellow, and now you will get it.” 

« Well, if I were you I would say nothing about it until it is 
over,” Edgar replied; “for, you see, it is quite possible that it 
may be the other way.” 

As several of the men had heard the conversation there was 
a considerable gathering in the riding-school after they were 
dismissed from parade. The sympathies of the men were 
strongly with Edgar; but most of them thought that he was 
hardly a match for North, who had fought several times before 
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he had got his stripes, and was a well-built young fellow of 
two-and-twenty. 

The fight lasted upwards of an hour. North had some know- 
ledge of boxing, but in this respect Edgar was his superior. 
He was far stronger and longer in the reach, while Edgar was 
the more active. In the early part of the fight the advantage 
lay all with the soldier, and Edgar was terribly knocked about, 
so much so that the general opinion was that he had better give 
in and say that he had had enough; but Edgar laughed at the 
suggestion. 

“We have only begun yet,” he said to the man who was 
acting as his second; “last tells in the long run. I have seen 
that before now, and I have double the last he has.” 

This was the fact. Edgar had been constantly at hard work 
since he joined the regiment, while North had had a compara- 
tively easy time of it since he became acorporal. He had, too, 
spent no small portion of his pay in drink, and although he 
was seldom absolutely drunk, had had more than one narrow 
escape of his condition being observed on his return to barracks 
in the evening. As the fight went on, then, want of condition 
told upon him. Edgar, who had at one time seemed weak, 
gradually recovered his strength, while North became exhausted 
by the exertions he had made in the early part of the fight. 

Edgar now took the offensive, and at the end of an hour and 
a quarter’s fighting North was no longer able to come up to 
time, and a loud shout from the lookers-on proclaimed that 
Edgar was the victor. He went across to North and held out 
his hand. 

“Let us shake hands, North,” he said; ‘it has been a good 
tough fight. I owe you no malice now, and it you get your 
stripes again, as I daresay you will, I hope it will be a lesson 
to you not to drop unfairly upon anyone you may take a dislike 
to.” 
North took the hand held out to him. 

“You have licked me fairly, Smith,” he said. ‘I did not 
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think you had it in you; but I don’t think you would have 
thrashed me if I had been in as good a condition as you are.” 

“Very likely not,” Edgar laughed. “Well, next time we 
fight I hope it will be against the Arabs, and not against each 
other.” 

This fight greatly added to Edgar’s reputation in the regi- 
ment. North was not a popular character and had always 
been considered a bully, and the pluck with which Edgar had 
continued the fight was thoroughly appreciated. Neither of 
the combatants were able to take their place in the ranks for 
some days after the fight, being obliged to obtain an order 
from the surgeon dispensing them from appearing on parade, 
though they still did stable duty and inner guards, Through 
the surgeon the matter came to the ears of the officers, who, by 
quiet inquiry from the sergeants, learnt the particulars of the 
fight. 

“Your friend Trumpeter Smith is reported as unfit for duty, 
my dear,” Major Horsley said to his wife. 

“Ts he! I am sorry for that,” the lady said. “Is there 
anything we can do for him in the way of sending him some 
soup, or anything of that sort? He is not seriously ill, I 
hope?” 

‘“‘T am afraid he is beyond your skill, Emma,” Major Horsley 
said; and then, seeing that his wife looked seriously grieved, 
went on, ‘don’t be alarmed, he has only been fighting again.” 

“Qh! is that all? I was afraid it was fever, or something of 
that sort. Who has he been fighting with? He doesn’t look 
quarrelsome at all.” 

“He has been fighting with a man named North, who was a 
corporal in his troop, and who, as I hear, has been persecuting 
him a good deal. The fellow got drunk the other day and 
was reduced to the ranks, and young Smith lost no time in 
challenging him to fight. I hear most of the men thought he 
was a fool for doing so, for North is five years older than he 
is, and a stiff-built young fellow too. I hear that it was a very 
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hard fight, and lasted nearly an hour and a half. After the 
first half-hour it seemed to every one that Smith would have 
to give in, for the other man had all the best of it, knocking 
him down every round; but he stuck to it, and at last North 
was so beaten he could not come up to time. The sergeant 
says both of them are terribly knocked about, Smith worst. 
He can hardly see out of his eyes, and it will be fully a week 
before either of them can take their places in the ranks. I 
hear it was the longest fight that there has been in the regi- 
ment for years, and the sergeant-major tells me the men are 
quite enthusiastic over the pluck with which the young one 
fought. You see, he is not seventeen yet, and for a lad of that 
age to stand up against a man—and one too who, as I hear, is 
accustomed to use his fists—is a feather in his cap. It will do 
him good in the regiment. I have no doubt some of the men 
are rather’ jealous of the position he gained from his play at 
cricket, and from that affair of yours.” 

“Tt was very mean of them, then,” Mrs, Horsley said 
warmly. 

“Perhaps so, my dear; but favourites are not often popular. 
Anyhow, this will do him good, and will give him a better 
standing in the regiment than even his cricket could do; and, 
at anyrate, those who don’t like him are likely after this to 
keep their opinion to themselves.” 

‘“‘T wish we could do something for him, Robert. You see, 
we have never done anything yet.” 

‘“‘T shall have a chance of giving him a helping hand some 
day,” the major replied, ‘and you may be sure that when the 
opportunity comes I shall do whatI can. I have not forgotten 
what I owe him, I can tell you.” 

The opportunity came sooner than the major had expected. 
In a short time it became known that four squadrons of the 
10th Hussars and one squadron of the Ist were to accompany 
the expedition, and the greatest excitement prevailed in the 
corps as to which troops should be chosen. Two days later 
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Edgar was delighted to hear that the A and D troops had been 
named for the service. 

“Why have they chosen the D troop, Robert?” Mrs. Horsley 
asked her husband. 

“Partly, my dear, because Atkinson is the senior captain.” 

“Oh, yes! I forgot that. And what is the other reason?” 

“Well, Emma, that reason is known only to myself, but I 
do not mind your knowing it; but you must not whisper it to 
anyone.” 

“What is it?” his wife asked curiously. 

“Because, my dear, Trumpeter Smith belongs to that troop, 
and I thought I would give him the chance of distinguishing 
himself. Some day, when it comes to a question of promotion, 
it will count in his favour that he has seen active service.” 

“Oh, I am glad, Robert! It was very good of you to think 
of it. I wish that he could know that you thought of him.” 

“That he certainly cannot know,” the major said decidedly. 
“It would be a nice thing for it to be known by anyone that 
the arrangements as to which troop should go on service had 
been influenced by my desire to do a good turn to a trumpeter. 
The other reason is a good and sufficient one. Atkinson, as 
senior captain, has almost a right to the first chance that offers, 
He is pretty sure to get brevet rank if there is any hard fight- 
ing.” 

At this noment there was a knock at the door and an 
orderly entered, and saluting handed a note to Major Horsley. 
He glanced through it, and an expression of pleasure crossed 
his face, 

‘My compliments to the colonel. 1 will come across and 
see him at once.” 

‘What is it, Robert?” his wife asked as the door closed be- 
hind the soldier. 

“Well, my dear, it is news that I own gives me great 
pleasure, but which I am afraid you won't like.” 

“Not that you are to go with the detachment, Robert?” 
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‘Yes, Emma, that is it;” and he handed her the note. 

““My dear Horsley, I have just received orders from the 
general that a field-officer is to go in command of the squadron. 
As senior major, you have, of course, the right to the chance, 
I congratulate you.” 

Mrs. Horsley turned a little pale as she read it, and her lip 
quivered as she said, ‘“ Well, Robert, no doubt you are glad of 
the opportunity, and as a soldier’s wife I will not say anything 
to damp your pleasure. It is natural that you should wish to 
go. If I were aman I should wish so too, Anyhow, it will 
only last a very short time. You said you thought that they 
would be back again in a month, and surely there can be no 
very great danger in a fight with these savages.” 

“The smallest amount in the world, Emma. It is not like 
Baker's force, which was composed of these cowardly Egyptians; 
and it is ridiculous to suppose that these wild tribesmen, brave 
as they may be, can stand against British troops armed with 
breech-loaders. I am afraid that all our share of the business 
will be to do a little scouting before the fight begins, and a 
little pursuing practice afterwards, so there will be really no 
occasion whatever for you to be at all uneasy, child; and I 
must own that I am extremely glad of the opportunity of 
taking part in this little expedition against these fanatics. 
Well, I must go across and see the colonel.” 

Mrs. Horsley indulged in a quiet cry while he was away, for 
although she did not apprehend any real danger, the thought 
that her husband was going to run some risk of his life for the 
first time since she married him was a trial. However, she 
looked bright and cheerful when he returned, and at once set 
to work to pack up the kit required for the expedition. 

The next morning the detachment of the Ist Hussars, 
eighty strong, marched down to the station with one hun- 
dred men of the 10th Hussars. They took train for Suez. 
Here they found another two hundred and twenty-eight men 
of the 10th who had come on by an earlier train, and the work 
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of embarking the horses on board the steamer that was to 
take them down to Suakim at once began. It was continued 
until nightfall and recommenced again at daybreak, for the 
operation of getting horses on board a ship and slinging them 
down into the hold is necessarily a slow one; but by mid-day 
all was concluded, the baggage on board, and the troops in 
readiness for a start. 

It was just sunset when the vessel steamed away from the 
wharf, the troops on board joining in a hearty cheer as she 
started. The ship was far more crowded than would have 
been the case had she been starting for a long voyage; but 
the run down to Suakim was so short that she was packed as 
full as she could hold, having in addition to the troops a num- 
ber of mules for the transport. Every one was in high spirits. 
The change was a most welcome one after the monotony of 
barrack life in Egypt, and moreover all were burning to avenge 
the destruction of Baker’s force and the massacre of the brave 
little garrison of Sinkat. 

The voyage was a pleasant one. After passing out of the 
Gulf of Suez, with the lofty and rugged mountain of Sinai 
with its red rocks and patches of verdure rising almost from 
the water’s edge, they entirely lost sight of land on the left. 
On the right, however, ran a range of steep hills, which became 
bolder and loftier as they made their way south. When night 
again fell the engines were slowed down, for it was not deemed 
advisable to arrive off Suakim before daylight, as the coast of 
the neighbourhood abounded with reefs, and the entrance to 
the harbour was intricate and difficult. As soon as day brcke 
the engines were again put at full speed, and in an hour the 
masts of the shipping lying in the port could be made out. 
As they neared the port a small launch was seen coming out. 
An officer soon came on board. 

‘You are to go down the coast to Trinkitat,” he said to the 
captain. ‘The transports have gone down there, that is to 


be the base of operations.” 
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The officers clustered round the new-comer to learn the 
news. 

You have been more lucky than the 19th,” he said. “The 
Neva ran ashore on a shoal eighteen or nineteen miles away 
and has become a total wreck. Several steamers went out at 
once to help her, and got out the men and horses. A good deal 
of the baggage was lost, and fifty transport mules, which there 
was no time to take out before she went to pieces. It was a 
very close thing, and it was very lucky that aid came two or 
three hours after she struck. There has been trouble with the 
black regiments. The scoundrels mutinied as soon as they got 
on shore, and announced their intention of joining the rebels; 
so the marines have been kept here for the defence of the place, 
instead of going with the expedition. I am sorry to say that 
Tokar has fallen.” 

A groan broke from his hearers. 

‘“‘It is a bad business,” he went on; “but happily there has 
been no repetition of the Sinkat massacre. We heard the news 
yesterday morning. It was brought by five soldiers who made 
their way down the coast. They reported that the civil gover- 
nor of the town had entered into negotiations with the enemy, 
and had agreed to surrender on the promise that the lives of the 
garrison should be spared. In the afternoon two of our spies 
came back and confirmed the intelligence. It seems that they 
could have held out some time longer, and that the governor 
has behaved like a traitor. They were annoyed by a distant fire 
from six Krupp guns taken at the defeat of Baker’s force, and 
worked by some black artillerymen captured at the same time. 
The fire did no material harm, but it seems to have frightened 
what little courage was left among the officials, and the gover- 
nor and a hundred and fifty of the townsmen went out and 
arranged the surrender, although they knew perfectly well that 
in a very few days help would arrive. There is one thing, the 
surrender will enable General Graham to choose his own time, 
and to wait until all the troops are up, instead of pushing 
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forward, as he might otherwise have done, directly he thought 
he had men enough, to save Tokar.” 

In another five minutes the officer had taken his place in the 
launch and was steaming back into Suakim, and the transport 
was making her way south. By noon she was anchored off the 
landing-place, a low beach with a flat country extending behind 
it. The shore was alive with troops, and numbers of boats 
were plying backwards and forwards. The work of disembark- 
ing the horses began immediately, and the greater part of them 
were on shore before night. There they found the Black 
Watch, Gordon Highlanders, Irish Fusiliers, 19th Hussars, and 
the Mounted Infantry, a corps of one hundred and twenty-six 
strong. 

Edgar greatly enjoyed the bustle and excitement, and the 
troops were all in the highest spirits. The first comers were 
eagerly questioned. They said that during the day the 19th 
and Mounted Infantry had made a reconnaissance across a 
lagoon which lay between the beach and the country behind. 
The enemy had been seen there in force, but they retired at 
once upon seeing the cavalry advance. It was expected that 
by the following morning some of the infantry would cross the 
lagoon and occupy a battery which General Baker had thrown 
up there to cover his landing, for Trinkitat had been the spot 
from which he too had advanced to relieve Tokar, and the 
scene of the conflict in which his force had been destroyed 
would probably be crossed by the British in their advance. 

No tents had been taken or were needed, for even in February 
the heat upon the shores of the Red Sea is very great; and as 
the evening went on the buzz of talk and laughter died out, 
and the troops lay down and slept under the starry sky 


116 RECONNOITRING, 


CHAPTER VIL 


EL-TEB, 


HE next morning the Gordon Highlanders and Irish Fusi- 
liers, accompanied by a squadron of Hussars and the 
Mounted Infantry, with a couple of small guns, crossed the 
lagoon and occupied the intrenchment. The cavalry went a 
little distance out; but the enemy were seen in considerable 
numbers, and as there might be a large force concealed among 
the low sand-hills, no attempt was made to attack them, as it 
was undesirable to bring on serious fighting until the whole 
force were in readiness to advance. In the evening the cavalry 
recrossed the lagoon, as there was no water obtainable on the 
other side, and the animals had to depend upon the supply 
landed from the steamers. All day the work of disembarka- 
tion had been going on, and in spite of the heat of the blazing 
sun, the men had worked enthusiastically in getting the horses 
and stores on shore. 

The next day the Naval Brigade, one hundred and fifteen 
strong, all picked men from the crews of the gun-boats, with ten 
officers, landed. The troops on the beach were most anxious 
to advance, but as those beyond the lagoon had to depend 
entirely upon food and water carried across to them, it was 
unadvisable to push a larger body of men forward, especially 
as the natives had clearly no intentions of attacking them, 
contenting themselves by keeping up a distant fire. 

“T expect the beggars are gathering their forces just as we 
are gathering ours,” one of the Hussars said, as they sat round 
a fire they had lighted with some drift-wood picked up on 
shore. The heat was in no way required, but the light was 
cheerful, and the smoke kept away troublesome insects. 

“They reckon,” another said, “upon falling upon us on the 


WAITING FOR THE 65TH.” 117 


march as they did upon Baker’s men, but they will find they 
have got into the wrong box.” 

“General Baker came down himself in the steamboat which 
arrived this afternoon. I heard one of the officers say ao,” 
Edgar put in. “It will be a satisfaction to him to see these 
fellows well licked on nearly the same ground where they cut 
up his force.” 

“Ah! I expect Baker would give his right hand to lead the 
cavalry in the charge. What a splendid officer he is! There 
is not a man in the army can handle cavalry as he can; and 
wouldn’t the 10th fight with their old colonel at their head!” 

There was a gencral chorus of assent. 

“How splendidly he fought in Turkey!” another trooper 
said. “Iam told the Turks he led would have done anything 
for him, and had just the same confidence in him our chaps 
used to have. If he had been in command of the whole army, 
instead of those rotten old pashas, the Russians would have 
found it a very different job. I wonder when we are going 
on. Now we have got all the stores ashore it will be precious 
slow work being stuck on this beach.” 

“We are waiting for the 65th,” a sergeant said. “I hear the 
Serapis was expected this morning. It is great luck for them 
getting a fight without any trouble at all, How pleased they 
must have been when they heard at Aden that they were to be 
stopped on their way up, to have a share in the affair!” 

“Yes, I call that a first-rate piece of luck,” another agreed, 
“to have a good fight and then go straight home, while we 
have got nothing to look forward to afterwards but garrison 
duty in Cairo. I would rather be going on to India fifty 
times.” 

“Like enough we may see some service there,” the sergeant 
said. ‘If this Mahdi fellow comes down, which they say he 
means to do, to invade Egypt, you may be sure we shall all 
have to go up to stop him.” 

“TI don’t call it ‘fighting’ against these savages,” one of the 
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troopers said. ‘ What chance have they got against regular 
troops?” 

“I don’t know, Johnson. The Zulus were savages, and they 
made a pretty tough fight against us. I suppose you don’t 
want anything much harder than that? These fellows have 
been every bit as brave as the Zulus. They cut Hicks Pasha’s 
army into mincemeat, and they have licked two Egyptian 
armies down in this neighbourhood. If you think this is going 
to be no harder work than a field-day at Aldershot, I think you 
are likely to find you are mistaken.” 

‘You don’t suppose, sergeant, that these naked beggars are 
going to stand for a moment against a charge of eight hundred 
cavalry?” 

“Tt did not seem as if naked savages could stand infantry 
armed with breech-loaders, but you see the Zulus did. It does 
not seem possible these Arabs can stand for a moment against 
our charge; but, you see, we do not understand these fellows. 
One knows what regular infantry can do against cavalry, and 
it may be we shall find that these Arabs are not to be ridden 
over as easily as we think. When you have got to reckon with 
men who don’t care the snap of a finger whether they are killed 
or not, you never can count upon an easy victory however 
badly they may be armed, and however undisciplined they 
may be. 

‘‘There is nine o'clock.” he broke off, as the bells on board 
the gun-boats rang out twice. A moment later a bugle sounded 
“lights out,” and the call was repeated by the buglers and 
trumpeters of the various corps, and a few minutes later the 
men stretched themselves out on the sand, and silence reigned 
in the camp. The next morning Admiral Hewett sent on shore 
eight seven-pounder guns from the fleet, to take the place of the 
same number of little camel-guns, which had been found to be 
of no real utility. At noon the smoke of a steamer was made 
out in the distance, and a few hours later the Serapis, whose 
engines had gone wrong, arrived with the 65th, who were 
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landed at once, and immediately crossed the lagoon to the 
intrenchment, and it was known that the advance would at 
once begin. 

In addition to the guns sent on shore from the fleet the 
artillery had ten brass mountain-guns and four Krupps; the 
Naval Brigade had with them two nine-pounders, three Gatlings, 
and three Gardners. The troops were divided into two bri- 
gades, the first consisting of 610 men of the Rifles, 751 Gordon 
Highlanders, and 334 of the Irish regiment ; the second brigade 
of 761 Royal Highlanders, 500 of the 65th, 361 Royal Marine 
Artillery and Infantry, and 100 Royal Engineers. There were 
600 camels for the transport, 350 mules and 100 camels for 
the ambulance corps, while the camel battery was composed of 
80 camels and 100 men. 

In the course of the afternoon Major Harvey and Lieutenant- 
colonel Burnaby rode out two miles beyond the intrenchment 
and planted a white flag with a letter attached to the flagstaff, 
calling upon the enemy to retire and allow us to pass on to 
Tokar without opposition. They were fired at by the Arabs, 
and as the flag disappeared a short time after the officers had 
returned, there was no doubt that the letter would arrive at its 
destination. Before nightfall the whole of the force, with the 
exception of one hundred and fifty men left to defend the stores 
on the beach, had crossed the lagoon. Three hundred men 
were to remain in the intrenchment, when the rest marched, 
to defend the transport animals and stores left there against 
any attacks. Bivouac fires were lighted, and round these the 
troops sat smoking and chatting until the bugle-call ordered all 
to lie down in their ranks. They were bivouacked in the order 
in which they were to advance. 

The formation was to be a sort of square, of which the Gordon 
Highlanders were to form the front face, the Royal Highlanders 
the rear line, the Irish Fusiliers the right face with the Rifles 
inside them; the 65th were on the outside of the left face, 
the Marines being inside them. The whole square was about 
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250 yards long by 150 deep. Between the Marines and Rifles 
in the centre were stationed the transport animals with the 
reserve ammunition and hospital appliances. The camel bat- 
tery with the seven-pounders was to remain in reserve in the 
centre of the square, while the sailors with the six marine-guns 
were placed at the left front of the square, next to the Gordon 
Highlanders. 

The bivouac fires were kept up all night, as it was considered 
probable that the enemy, who occasionally fired from a dis- 
tance, might attempt an attack upon the sleeping force. The 
night, however, passed quietly, but towards morning rain fell 
heavily, soaking the troops as they lay, and there was a gen- 
eral feeling of gladness when the reveille called them to their 
feet. Fresh fuel was thrown on to the fires, and the men tried 
as best they could to dry themselves. The kettles were boiled 
and breakfast eaten, and the cavalry recrossed the lagoon to 
the beach to give their horses water at the tanks there. They 
then rejoined the infantry. Their place was to be in the rear of 
the square, but two squadrons were to move in extended order 
as scouts a mile in front of it and on both flanks. 

Their orders were that if attacked they were not to charge 
the enemy, but to open right and left and to retire at once and 
rejoin the main body in the rear of the square, so as to allow 
a clear space for the sweep of the infantry fire. The infantry 
were to fire only in volleys on word of command, and were not 
to open fire until within three hundred yards of the enemy. 

Moving out from the camp the force was halted on open 
ground and a brief inspection made to see that all was in order, 
and soon after eight o’clock the advance began in earnest. 

As soon as they moved forward the enemy could be seen 
retiring, evidently bent upon pursuing the same tactics that 
they had done upon the occasion of the advance of Baker 
Pasha’s force from the same halting-place a month before. 
The officers with their glasses could make them out swarming 
along a slight ridge of ground in the neighbourhood of the 
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wells; their flags extended along a front a mile in length, and 
guns could be made out in position. As the column advanced 
the enemy cleared off from the rising ground, but whether 
they had retired behind the ridge, and were there waiting in 
readiness to pour out to the attack, or whether they were moving 
round to fall upon the flank of the column, was uncertain. As 
the column neared the position it could be seen that a breast- 
work had been thrown up, and that the position of the guns 
had been well chosen, and the enemy could now be made out 
crowded among the bushes on the ridge. 

It was now ten o'clock, the column was advancing briskly to 
the martial music of the pipes of the Royal Highlanders, the 
cavalry scouts had moved away from the front, and the square 
was within five hundred yards of the ridge. They were not, 
however, advancing directly against it, but were moving in a 
line almost parallel to its face, as General Graham had deter- 
mined to pass it and then attack in flank, as it was evident that 
there would be serious loss in a front attack upon a position so 
strongly held and fortified. It was a trying moment, for all 
expected that the silence, so far preserved by the enemy, would 
be broken by the roar of cannon and the discharge of musketry, 
and that it would be followed by the tremendous rush that had 
proved fatal to Baker’s force. 

But the square kept its way for some distance across the face 
before the enemy opened fire. They had doubtless expected 
that a direct attack would be made upon their position, and 
the passage of the troops without the slightest attention to 
themselves surprised and disconcerted them. But at last they 
perceived that they must take the offensive, and suddenly a 
hot fire of musketry broke out from bush and earthwork, while 
the Krupp guns, manned by the soldiers who had formed part 
of the Tokar garrison, opened fire. The distance was but four 
hundred yards, and several of the men fell out from their places 
in the ranks wounded, but the greater part of the shot and 
bullets flew overhead. 
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No reply to the fire was made by the square, but its direc- 
tion was changed a little more to the right so as to take it - 
somewhat farther from the face of the enemy’s position. The 
artillery now opened fire upon the guns of the enemy, but the 
square kept on its course steadily, while a storm of bullets and 
fragments of shrapnel-shell flew around them. The enemy’s 
gunners proved that their training had been good. They 
worked their guns quickly and their aim was accurate. Gen- 
eral Baker, who was acting as head of the intelligence depart- 
ment, was struck in the face by a ball from one of the shrap- 
nel-shells. This imbedded itself so deeply in his jaw that it 
could not be got out by the surgeons until after the conclusion 
of the fight. But the gallant officer, having had his face 
bandaged up, remounted his horse, and continued his duties 
throughout the day. 

Upon getting to a position at the end of the ridge held by 
the enemy the men were ordered to lie down, while the artil- 
lery continued their fire against the enemy’s batteries. At a 
quarter to twelve the Arab guns ceased to fire, and the men 
were ordered to their feet again, and with loud cheers continued 
the advance. The square moved on until well in rear of the 
enemy’s position, and then marched straight towards it. Owing 
to this change in the direction of its march the left flank of the 
square now became its front, and it was the 65th with the Naval 
Brigade on one flank and the Royal Highlanders on the other, 
who were nearest to the enemy. 

Fast and thick the flashes of musketry broke out from the 
bushes; but as the square approached the fire ceased, and 
then groups of black forms sprang to their feet, and with 
loud yells rushed towards the square, waving their spears and 
swords. It seemed incredible that these little groups of ten 
or twelve men each should intend to assail the solid lines of 
the British, but as fresh parties every moment sprang up and 
charged down, the order was given to fire. A flash of flame 
ran along the face of the great square, and then a continuous 
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‘WITH A DESPERATE RUSH THEY REACHED THE SAILORS,” 
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rear told that the breech-loading rifles were at work, while the 
machine-guns of the sailors added their rattle to the din of the 
musketry. 

As if utterly heedless of death the Arabs rushed forward 
through the leaden storm, but were mowed down like grass 
before it. Not one of these intrepid warriors reached the face 
of the square, not one turned to fly; but of those who left 
their shelter to attack the square, every man fell with his face 
to the foe. Without halting for a moment the square kept on 
its way until the front line reached the bushes. Then with a 
wild yell a swarm of Arabs sprang to their feet, with so sudden 
and desperate a rush that they reached the sailors, and for a 
minute a hand-to hand struggle took place— bayonet against 
spear. But the wild courage of the natives was of no avail 
against the steady discipline of the sailors. The assailants 
were swept away, and the square moved on. 

But the ground was now so broken with bush and rock that 
the even line could no longer be preserved. From every bush, 
and from rifle-pits dug among them, and from behind rough 
intrenchments, parties of Arabs leapt to their feet and hurled 
themselves in vain upon the British bayonets. As the front 
of the square reached the ridge that had formed the Arab 
position the fight was most desperate, the enemy throwing 
themselves furiously on its flanks; and the Royal Highlanders 
and the sailors had to fight hard to win their way through 
them. But at last the ridge was won. 

Two of the enemy’s Krupp guns were captured, and as soon 
as the square had been formed up again in order these were 
turned against the position the Arabs had now taken up in rear 
of their first line of defence. In the centre of the position they 
now occupied was a brick building, where an engine for pump- 
ing up water for irrigation purposes had formerly stood. The 
Arabs had loopholed the walls and surrounded the building 
with rifle-pits. Here they made a desperate resistance, until 
at last the doors were burst in and the building stormed. 
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Several mud huts were defended with equal obstinacy, and 
many of our men were wounded by Arabs who lay feigning 
death in the rifie-pits, and then when the first line of troops 
had passed leaped out and rushed in among them, cutting and 
slashing until bayoneted or shot down. 

While the 65th were winning this position the Gordon 
Highlanders carried the village, while the Royal Highlanders 
captured the redoubt at the extreme right of the position the 
enemy had first held. The enemy now had been driven from 
their last line and fled in all directions, at a speed that ren- 
dered pursuit by the infantry impossible. 

During the early portion of the battle the cavalry had been 
kept in the rear, out of the range of the enemy’s fire, and the 
men had nothing to do but to sit quiet on their horses and 
watch the attack of the infantry square upon the enemy’s 
position, fretting and fuming not a little that they were unable 
to take their part in what was evidently a desperate struggle. 
But at last. bodies of the Arabs were seen streaming out from 
the position, and General Stewart, who was in command of 
the cavalry division, gave the order, and, wheeling far round 
to the right of the infantry, led them against a large body of 
Arabs in the plain beyond the ridge. 

The enemy did not await their attack, but fled, hotly pursued 
by the first and second lines for some distance. The order to 
cease pursuing was sounded, when it was seen that the third 
line, composed of a hundred men, were attacked by a body 
of Arabs who had advanced from the left, and the main 
body wheeled round and advanced to assist them. But the 
ground between was already occupied by the Arabs; these as 
the cavalry advanced threw themselves down among the tufted 
hillocks and mounds which covered the whole plain. The 
horses in their course leaped the hillocks, swerving at the sight 
of the dark figures lying among them. 

The Arabs sprang instantly to their feet in the intervals 
between the horsemen and hurled their spears at them, or as 
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they lay thrust them into the horses, and as these fell sprang 
upon the riders and cut them down. At the same moment a 
small body of mounted Arabs dashed into the fray. Most of 
them were cut down, but some made their way through the 
line, and turning the instant they did so fell upon the rear of 
the charging squadron. Colonel Barrow who commanded it 
fell, but it still pressed forward, the opposition becoming every 
moment more severe. General Stewart led the second line to 
the assistance of the first, but these too were desperately 
opposed, and had to fight hard before they could reach them. 
One of the general’s orderlies was killed and two others 
wounded. Major Slade of the 10th Hussars, Lieutenant Free. 
man of the 19th, and Lieutenant Probyn fell, and twenty men 
were killed and as many wounded before the enemy retired. 

Colonel Webster’s squadron, which made several brilliant 
charges at the enemy, now joined the rest of the cavalry. But 
the Arabs were momentarily reinforced, and after what had 
been seen of the desperation with which they fought it was 
deemed imprudent to pursue them further. 

With the exception of the losses sustained by the cavalry 
the total loss at the battle of El-Teb was small, amounting to 
only thirty killed and one hundred and forty-two wounded. 
One infantry officer was killed, one mortally wounded, and one 
severely so, while many received slight wounds. The loss of 
the Arabs exceeded two thousand. 

Edgar’s squadron was among the first line when the charge 
was made to the assistance of Colonel Webster's squadron. He 
was in the rear rank and could not well see what was passing 
in front, and he was astounded upon seeing men spring up 
apparently from the earth and furiously attack the horsemen 
with spear and sword. He himself had a very narrow escape. 
His horse swerved as it leapt a low bush, and almost simul- 
taneously a native sprang to his feet and lounged at him with 
his spear. Instinctively he threw himself forward on the neck 
of his horse, and as he did so felt the spear graze his back 
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below the shoulders. The next moment his horse had taken 
him beyond the Arab’s reach; but at that instant he heard a 
ery and saw Corporal North’s horse fall with him, pierced by 
a spear thrust given by a native lying on the ground. 

Before the corporal could rise the Arab was upon him with 
his sword, and struck him down with a sweeping cut upon the 
shoulder. Edgar had wheeled his horse round instantly, and 
before the blow was repeated was within striking distance of 
the man and his sword fell upon the uplifted wrist. Drop- 
ping his sword the Arab sprang upon the horse and strove 
to tear Edgar from the saddle, while at the same instant the 
Arab who had first thrust at him ran up. Fortunately he came 
up at the side on which his comrade was clinging to Edgar, and 
was therefore unable to use his spear against him; but after a 
moment's hesitation he plunged it into the horse, which reared 
high in the air and then fell. Edgar had at the moment rid 
himself of the man who was grasping him, by shortening his 
sword and plunging it into his body, and as the horse reared 
he drew his feet from the stirrups and dropped off over his tail, 
coming down upon his feet just as the animal rolled over dead. 

The other Arab rushed at him with his spear. Edgar cut at 
it with his sword and severed the iron head from the staff, and 
then springing forward ran the Arab through before he could 
take to his sword. But several others were running up, and 
Edgar felt that his case was desperate. By this time the 
corporal, though badly wounded, had freed himself from his 
fallen horse, and drawing his carbine from the bucket shot the 
Arab nearest to him. The others, however, came on without a 
pause. Edgar and his wounded companion made a desperate 
defence; but both received several sword-cuts, and Edgar felt the 
end was at hand, when with a roar like thunder the second line 
burst down upon them, and the Arabs were instantly cut down. 

“Take those two men up behind you!” an officer shouted. 

Two of the troopers reined in their horses and assisted Edgar 
and his companion to climb up behind them, and then riding 
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at full speed soon regained the line. In another minute the 
trumpet sounded for a halt. Edgar and his companion now 
slipped from the horses and joined their own squadron. The 
corporal was scarce able to stand, and Edgar was not in a better 
plight. Major Horsley rode up to them. 

“Not badly wounded, I hope?” he asked. “It is a miracle 
your getting in when once dismounted.” 

‘“‘T think I am pretty nearly done for, sir,” the corporal said. 
“But I wish to report that Trumpeter Smith has saved my 
life by coming back to my assistance when my horse was 
stabbed and fell with me. He killed the two men who attacked 
me, and so gave me time to free myself and to aid him in 
making a fight of it until the second line came up.” As Cor- 
poral North concluded he fell insensible from loss of blood. 

At that moment the surgeon came up. ‘Are we going to 
charge again, major? because if so, these men, with the others 
badly wounded, had better be sent across at once to the in- 
fantry. There are too many of these Arab scoundrels about 
for them to be left behind here. But if we are not going to 
charge I will give their wounds a first dressing at once.” 

“T don’t know,” the major said. ‘I will ride to the general 
and ask him, and speak to him about the wounded. Sergeant 
Meekings, if the order comes to charge before I return, tell 
off a trooper to take up each man too badly wounded to ride, 
and let them carry them straight across to the infantry.” 

After giving this order he rode rapidly away, but returned 
in two or three minutes. ‘“We are not going to charge again, 
doctor,” he said; “they are mustering too strongly for us to 
attempt it. The general says he will halt where we are until 
the worst cases of the wounded are attended to. Here, two of 
you men, dismount and assist the surgeon.” 

“Get their jackets off, lads,” the doctor said. ‘Take this 
corporal first; he is the worst case.” 

The other wounded men were now brought up, and their 
wounds were all bandaged. Those who could sit a horse then 
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mounted behind other troopers, while a number of soldiers 
were ordered to dismount and to lay the others upon blankets 
and carry them in. 

Edgar was one of these. He had received one cut on the 
top of his head, and his helmet had alone saved his skull from 
being cleft. He had another gash on the right cheek. His 
side was laid open with a spear-thrust, the weapon having 
fortunately glanced from his ribs, and he had another sword- 
cut on the hip. He was unable to walk from loss of blood, 
but he felt that none of his wounds were very serious; and 
the surgeon said to him cheerfully, “You will do, lad. Your 
wounds are ugly to look at, but they are not serious. You will 
be on horseback again in another ten days.” 

Major Horsley had not spoken to him, but he had given 
him a little nod of satisfaction when the corporal gave his 
report. The cavalry moved across at a walk towards the wells 
of El-Teb, the wounded being carried between the lines, as 
there was no saying how many Arabs might be lurking among 
the bushes. On reaching the wells they were taken to the 
field hospital, which had already been organized. There their 
wounds were more carefully examined and re-dressed; and 
after a drink of lime-juice and water, with a little brandy in 
it, Edgar soon dropped off to sleep. In the morning Major 
Horsley and Captain Atkinson came round to see how the men 
of their regiment were getting on. The surgeon’s report was 
favourable except in the case of Corporal North. 

“T think he will pull round, major; but I am sure he will 
never be fit for service again. That wound on the shoulder, 
which he tells me is the first he got, has cut clean through 
the collar-bone and penetrated almost to the upper rib, I 
doubt whether he will ever have the use of his arm again; 
but that I cannot say. Anyhow, it will be long before it is fit 
for hard work. Trumpeter Smith? There is nothing serious 
the matter with him, but he has had a marvellous escape. If 
his helmet had not saved his head, the blow would have cleft 
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right through his skull; if the wound in his cheek had been 
a couple of inches higher, it would have opened the temporal 
artery; and if the spear had penetrated instead of gliding off 
his ribs, that alone would have been sufficient to have done his 
business, As it is, he is not much the worse except for loss of 
blood, and with luck will be fit to take his place again in the 
ranks in a fortnight.” 

‘‘Y am glad to hear so good an account of you, Smith,” the 
major said as he went up to his bedside. “I have reported 
your ronduct to General Stewart, and your name will be sent 
in among those recommended for the Victoria Cross. Mind, I 
don’t say that you will get it, lad,—I don’t think you will; for 
so many men distinguished themselves yesterday in that hand- 
to-hand fight that the names sent in will be very much larger 
than the number of crosses given. Still, your having been 
recommended will count in your favour when the time comes.” 
So saying, with a kindly nod he moved on to the next 
bed. 

At nine o'clock the force moved out towards Tokar, half the 
Gordon Highlanders being left at El-Teb for the protection of 
the hospital and stores, and with orders to find and bury the 
Europeans that had fallen. During the day many of the Egyp- 
tian garrison of Tokar came into the camp from the surround- 
ing villages. In the afternoon a mounted orderly brought in 
the news that the force had met with no resistance whatever 
on their way. Several parties of the enemy had been seen, 
but these fled as soon as they saw the troops advancing. In 
Tokar seventy of the Egyptian garrison were found in a half- 
starved condition. While their comrades had consented to join 
the Arabs they had steadily refused to do so, and had been 
very badly treated in consequence by them and by the inhabi- 
tants of the town. The arrival of the troops was hailed with 
great joy. The inhabitants had had a terrible time during the 
occupation of the place by the Arabs, and the whole population 


were preparing to accompany the troops on their march back 
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to the coast. The cavalry had ridden out to Debbah, where 
the camp of the force besieging Tokar had been established. 

In the afternoon Edgar was so far recovered that he was 
able to sit up. His wounds were sore and painful, and the 
strapping of plaster in which they were enveloped rendcred 
him very stiff and uncomfortable. But, as he said to another 
soldier, he had been just as stiff and sore after a football match, 
and felt confident that in a few days he should be as well as 
ever. 

The next evening the force returned from Tokar, and Edgar 
and the other troopers who were well enough to go outside the 
hospital tent to see them come in were amused at their appear- 
ance, for they had before starting armed themselves with spears 
taken from the fallen Arabs; for the fight on the previous day 
had shown them that their swords were of little avail against 
the tactics of the Arabs in throwing themselves flat upon the 
ground, and that spears were much better suited for warfare 
against savages. ‘They were accompanied by the greater por- 
tion of the population of Tokar, who were to be conveyed in 
the ships up to Suakim. The cavalry had found that the Arabs 
had left the camp at Debbah before they arrived. 

The expedition there was, however, by no means useless, for 
they found an immense quantity of rifles and ammunition, 
together with a Gatling and mountain gun, all of which had 
been captured by the Arabs at the rout of Baker Pasha’s army, 
or at the destruction of the force under Colonel Moncrieff some 
months before. The guns captured in the intrenchments made 
up the complete number of those that had fallen into the hands 
of the natives on those two occasions, and so left them without 
artillery. The work of burying the dead had been carried on 
by the force left in camp, and by the aid of those who now 
returned was completed in a short time. 

No less than a thousand Arabs were found to have fallen in 
and around their intrenchments, and numbers must have got 
away only to die subsequently from their wounds. It was learned 
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from prisoners that Osman Digma had not himself been present 
at the battle, but had sent a thousand men to reinforce those 
engaged in the siege of Tokar. 

The force now moved down to Trinkitat with three hun- 
dred men of the garrison of Tokar who had rejoined them, 
and four or five hundred men, women, and children from that 
town. The re-embarkation was speedily effected, and a few 
hours later the ships entered Suakim harbour. 

It was found that the natives of that town had received the 
news of the victory of El-Teb with absolute incredulity, but 
the arrival of the Tokar fugitives convinced them that the 
Arabs had really been defeated. One of the prisoners taken 
at Sinkat came in a day or two later, having made his escape 
from Osman Digma’s camp. He reported that the news of the 
battle of El-Teb had arrived there before he left, and that it 
had been given out that seven thousand of the English had 
been killed, and that it was only nightfall that saved them 
all from destruction. 

- The first step of Admiral Hewett and General Graham on 
their arrival at Suakim was to issue a proclamation calling 
upon all the tribesmen to leave Osman Digma and to come in 
and make their submission, promising protection and pardon 
to all who surrendered. This proclamation was backed by a 
letter by the Sheik Morghani, who was held in the highest 
estimation for his holiness. He told them that God had sent 
the English to destroy them because they had forsaken the 
old religion for a new one, and entreated them to come in and 
make their peace. 

A fortnight had now passed since the fight at El-Teb. 
Edgar, who had remained on board the hospital-ship, had made 
rapid progress towards convalescence, and was now reported 
by the surgeons as fit to return to duty, which he was most 
anxious to do, as it was daily expected that the force would 
move out against Osman Digma, who was at Tamai, a place 
sixteen miles to the south-west of Suakim. The troops had 
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been disembarked, and he was delighted when he was again 
able to join his squadron. Spies came and went daily, and 
they were unanimous in saying that Osman would fight an- 
other battle. The news that El-Teb was a disastrous defeat 
was by this time known, but his explanation that the misfor- 
tunes were solely due to his orders having been disobeyed, 
perfectly satisfied his followers, and their belief that he was 
invincible was wholly unshaken. 

The most fanatical of the coast tribes still held to him, and 
on the 9th of March twenty-one of their sheiks sent in a 
defiant reply to the proclamation, saying that the ten thousand 
men they commanded would meet us in the field. It was there- 
fore evident that the struggle to come would be much more 
serious and determined than that of El-Teb. 

Edgar received quite an ovation upon rejoining his troop. 
The manner in which he had defended his wounded comrade 
had awakened their lively admiration, the more so since the man 
for whom he had so imperilled his life had but lately been his 
personal antagonist. 

“ Well, young un, you are getting on,” a sergeant said to him. 
*T won't say you are getting all the luck, for luck has nothing 
to do with it this time, anyhow. You are doing well, Smith, 
and it won’t be many months before you are in our mess, and 
it needs no prophet to see that you have every chance of going 
higher if you keep on as you began. Here you are only about 
seventeen years old, and you have made a big mark in the 
regiment already. You have got the major and the rest of the 
officers on your side from that affair at Aldershot, then the 
fact that you are the best cricketer in the regiment counts for 
a lot, and now you have got wounded and have been recom- 
mended for the Victoria Cross. 

“Tf you don’t mount up after all that it will be your own fault. 
You have every advantage. The fact that you have been a 
gentleman is in your favour, for naturally men are picked out 
for promotion who are best fitted for the position of officers; 
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and your having been able to take a first-class certificate in the 
school in itself brings you into notice. Be careful with your- 
self, lad. I know you don’t drink, so I need not warn you 
about that. Don’t get cocky. I don’t think you will, for 
you haven’t done so at present, and the notice you have had 
from your cricket and that Aldershot affair would have turned 
a good many lads’ heads, But it is a thing to be careful about. 
You know there are a good many old soldiers who are inclined 
to feel a little jealous when they see a young fellow pushing 
forward, but if they see he is quiet, and gives himself no airs 
and is pleasant with every one, they get over it in time; and in 
your case every one will acknowledge that you deserve all the 
luck that may fall to you. So be careful on that head, Smith. 

“You will find very little jealousy among us sergeants when 
you once get into our mess, for there are very few of us who 
have any idea whatever of ever getting a commission, or would 
take one if it were offered. A sensible man knows when he is 
well off, and except for a man who has had the education you 
have had one is much more comfortable as a sergeant, and better 
off too, than one would be as an officer. When one is with 
other men one wants to do as they do, and an officer who has 
got to live on his pay finds it hard work and painful work. 
Of course most men promoted from the ranks—I mean my class 
of men—get quarter-masterships, but there is no great pull in 
that. Quarter-masters are neither one thing nor the other. The 
officers may try to put him at his ease, but his ways are not 
their ways; and I have known many a quarter-master who, if 
he had his choice, would gladly come back to the sergeant’s mess 
again.” 

“Thank you for your advice, sergeant,” Edgar said quietly. 
“T will follow it to the best of my power. I don’t think there 
is anything to be cocky about; for the thing at Aldershot was 
pure luck, and so it was the other day. I happened to be next 
to North when his horse fell, and of course I turned round to 
help him without thinking who he was or anything about him. 
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It was just instinct, and it hasn’t done him any good after all, 
for I hear he is not likely to live many days.” 


CHAPTER VIIL 
TAMANIEB. 


RE you sure you feel fit for active work again, Smith?” 
Major Horsley said as he met Edgar in camp. 

“Yes, sir,” the lad said saluting. “1 am a little stiff, and it 
hurts me if I move suddenly, but I am sure I should not feel 
it if we were engaged again.” 

‘Well, do not do anything rash, lad; these fellows are not 
to be trifled with.” That, indeed, was the general opinion in 
camp. The men were ready and eager for another fight with 
the enemy, but there was little of the light-hearted gaiety with 
which the contest had been anticipated before they had met 
the Arabs at El-Teb. The idea that savages, however brave, 
could cope with British troops with breech-loaders had then 
seemed absurd; but the extraordinary bravery with which the 
Arabs had fought, the recklessness with which they threw 
away their lives, and the determination with which they had 
charged through a fire in which it seemed impossible that any 
human being could live, had created a feeling of respect. 
There was nothing contemptible about these foes, and it was 
expected that not only would the force be very much larger 
than that met at El-Teb, but as it would be composed of Osman 
Digma’s best men, and would be fighting under his eye, the 
battle would be much more hardly contested than before. 
The cavalry were particularly impressed with the formidable 
nature of these strange foemen. While they would have hurled 
themselves fearlessly against far superior forces of the best 
cavalry of Europe, they felt that here their discipline and 
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mastery of their horses went for little. They could charge 
through any number of the enemy, but the danger lay not in 
the charge but after it. The Arab tactics of throwing them- 
selves down only to stab the horses as they rode over them, 
and then rising up cutting and thrusting in their midst, were 
strange and bewildering to them. 

“T am game to charge a dozen squadrons of cavalry one 
after the other,” a trooper said as they sat round the fire on 
the night of the 9th of March, “and if we had orders to go at 
a square of infantry I should be ready to go, although I might 
not like the job; but as for these slippery black beggars, the less 
we have to do with them the better I shall be pleased. You 
go at them, and you think you have got it all your own way, 
and then before you can say knife there they are yelling and 
shouting and sticking those ugly spears into you and your 
horses, and dancing round until you don’t fairly know what you 
are up to. There ain’t nothing natural or decent about it.” 

There was a general murmur of assent. 

“We shall know more about their ways next time,” an- 
other said. ‘But lancers would be the best for this sort of 
work, There is no getting at these beggars on the ground 
with our swords, for the horses will always leap over a body, 
and so you cannot reach them with your swords; but a lance 
would do the business well. I don’t care much for lances for 
regular work, but for this sort of fighting there is no doubt 
they are the real thing. Well, there is one thing, if we get 
among the niggers this time we know what we have got to 
deal with, and up or down there will be no mercy shown.” 

On the 10th the Royal Highlanders marched out six miles 
towards Tamai and formed an encampment there, defending it 
with bushes interlaced with wire, this kind of defence being 
known among the natives as a zareba. The next afternoon the 
rest of the infantry marched out and joined them. Next morn- 
ing the cavalry moved out, and in the afternoon the whole 
force started, the cavalry thrown out ahead. A few shots were 
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exchanged with parties of the enemy, but there was no serious 
fighting. ‘The march was slow, for the ground was thickly 
covered with bushes, through which the troops with the 
ambulance and commissariat camels moved but slowly. The 
sailors had very hard work dragging their guns through the 
deep sand, and it took four hours before they reached a spot 
suitable for encampment, within two miles of the enemy’s 
position. 

The spot selected for the halt was a space free from bushes, 
and large enough to afford room for the encampment and to 
leave a clear margin of some fifty yards wide between it and the 
bushes. As soon as the column halted the cavalry and part of 
the infantry took up their position as outposts to prevent a 
surprise on the part of the enemy, and the rest set to work to 
cut down bushes and drag them across the sand to form a fresh 
zareba. When this was completed the cavalry trotted back to 
the post held on the previous night, as they would be useless 
in case of a night attack, and their horses might suffer from a 
distant fire of the enemy. 

Inside the zareba the greatest vigilance was observed. Fully 
ten thousand determined enemies lay but a short distance away, 
and might creep up through the bushes and make a sudden 
onslaught at any time. The moon was full, and its light would 
show any object advancing across the open space. Had it 
not been for this the general would not have been justified in 
encamping at so short a distance from the enemy. The march 
had been a short one, but the heat had been great and the 
dust terrible, and the troops threw themselves down on the 
ground exhausted when the work of constructing the zareba 
was completed; but after a short rest they took up their posts 
in readiness to repel an attack. 

During the early part of the night all remained under arms. 
But Commander Rolfe of the Royal Navy crept out at the rear 
of the camp, gained the bushes, and crawled among them until 
he came within sight ot the enemy He saw them in great 
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numbers sitting round their fires or stretched upon the ground, 
and returned to camp with the news that whatever might be 
the case later on, certainly no attack was meditated at present. 
The greater part of the troops were thereupon allowed to lie 
down and get what sleep they could. 

The cavalry felt much anxiety respecting those they had left 
behind them; but the moon was sufficiently bright to permit 
signals to be flashed to them from the camp, and they learnt to 
their satisfaction that all was quiet. 

Soon after one o'clock in the morning the stillness round the 
zareba was suddenly broken. A roar of musketry burst from 
the bushes all round, and it was evident that the enemy were 
assembled there in great force. The troops were ordered to 
lie down; and fortunately here, as at El-Teb, the Arab fire 
was far too high, and the storm of bullets swept for the 
most part overhead. Many of the camels, mules, and horses 
were, however, hit, but only one man was killed and an officer 
and two men wounded. Grasping their rifles the troops lay 
ready to spring to their feet and repel the attack should it 
be made; but the hours passed on slowly without the expected 
movement taking place, and there was a general feeling of 
relief when morning at last broke. As the Arabs continued 
their fire, a nine-pounder and Gatling gun were brought into 
play upon the bushes, and the fire of the enemy soon died out 
and they fell back to their camp. 

The troops now had breakfast, and soon after they had 
finished the cavalry arrived from the other zareba. At eight 
o’clock the Mounted Infantry moved out, accompanied by a 
party of Abyssinian scouts. They had gone but a short 
distance when a very heavy fire was opened upon them, and 
the officer in command sent back to the general to say that 
there was a broad ravine stretching across the country a few 
hundred yards ahead, although hidden by the bushes from 
observation until closely approached, and that this ravine was 
held by the enemy in great force. The infantry now moved 
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out from the zareba, formed in two squares. The second brigade, 
composed of the Royal Highlanders, the 65th, and the Marines, 
led the way. It was commanded by General Davis, and in its 
centre rode General Graham with his staff. 

As soon as this had marched out the first brigade followed, 
taking its place in echelon a hundred yards on its right rear, so 
that its fire commanded its right flank and protected it from 
an attack in the rear. It consisted of the 89th, 75th, and 60th 
Rifles, under General Buller. The camels and baggage animals 
remained under a guard at the zareba, 

The Mounted Infantry and Abyssinians fell back as the first 
brigade advanced, and as soon as they had moved clear of the 
face of the square the machine-guns at its angles opened fire. 
The enemy’s fire soon ceased, and the brigade again advanced. 
But the Arabs had simply thrown themselves down and had 
not retreated, and their fire broke out again as soon as that of 
the machine-guns ceased. 

General Graham now gave the order for the Highlanders, 
who formed the front face of the square, to charge. With a 
cheer they went forward at the double, and sweeping the 
enemy before them soon reached the head of the ravine. The 
result of the order was, however, that the square was broken 
up. Its front face had moved on at a run, while the flanks and 
rear had continued their march at the same pace as before, and 
there was consequently a wide gap between the 65th on the 
right flank and the Highlanders in front. Orders were given 
to the 65th to hurry up; but as they did so, masses of the 
enemy were seen coming on at a run and making for the gap 
in the square. 

The right companies of the 65th tried to form up to meet 
them, while Lieutenant Graham, R.N., with the men of the 
Naval Brigade working the three machine-guns under his com- 
mand, threw himself into the gap. But the yells of the enemy 
and the roar of musketry rendered it impossible for the men 
tc hear the orders given, and before the 65th had formed up 
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the enemy were close at hand. Their fire and that of the 
Gatlings mowed down the Arabs in hundreds, but the wild 
mob charged on. Some hurled themselves on to the 65th, 
others poured like a wave over the little group of sailors, while 
the rest, dashing through the gap, flung themselves on the rear 
of the 42d. 

The sergeants, whose place is in rear of the men, were cut 
down almost to a man; and the rear rank, facing round, were 
at once engaged in a desperate hand-to-hand fight with the 
natives, All was now confusion. Fresh masses of the enemy 
poured down with exulting shouts, and in a confused crowd 
the brigade retreated. Had not help been at hand they would 
probably have met with the same fate that befell Baker’s force, 
and none would have reached Suakim to tell the news of the 
massacre. The sailors, in vain trying to drag off their guns, were 
almost all killed, and the guns fell into the hands of the enemy. 

But a check was given to the advance of the Arabs by the 
cavalry, who had moved forward to the left of the square. The 
officer in command saw that were he to charge across the 
broken ground his little force would be lost among the throng 
of Arabs. He therefore dismounted them, and they poured 
volley after volley with their carbines into the thick of the 
enemy. In the meantime General Buller’s square was ad- 
vancing. It had been attacked as desperately as had that of 
General Davis; but it was well handled, and its formation had 
not been broken up by any order such as that which had 
destroyed the formation of the other brigade. So steady and 
terrible a fire was opened upon the advancing enemy that not 
one of the assailants reached the face of the square; and having 
repulsed the attacks, it advanced rapidly to the relief of the 
shattered brigade ahead, pouring incessant volleys into the 
ranks of the Arabs as they swept down to its assault. 

Thus, as they advanced, the first brigade cleared the right 
face of the second from its foes, and as soon as they came up with 
the retreating force these halted and reformed their ranks 
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Both brigades were now formed in line, and advanced steadily 
towards the ravine. Upon their way they came upon the aban- 
doned guns, which the enemy had in vain tried to carry off. 
Sweeping the Arabs before them, the British force reached the 
edge of the ravine. It was filled by the flying Arabs, and into 
these a terrible fire was poured by the musketry and guns until 
the Arabs had gained the opposite side and were concealed 
among the bushes. The fighting was now over, although the 
enemy still maintained a distant fire. It was necessary, how- 
ever, to keep the troops together, for numbers of the Arabs 
still lay hidden among the bushes, leaping up and flinging 
themselves desperately upon any who approached them. 

The scene of the conflict was terrible. A hundred and twenty 
of the British lay dead, of whom more than half belonged to 
the 42d. Three naval officers and ten sailors were killed, while 
a large number of officers and men of the 42d and 65th were 
seriously wounded. The slaughter among the natives had been 
very great—no less than four thousand of them strewing the 
ground in all directions. The British wounded were sent back 
to the zareba, and the force again advanced. Crossing the 
ravine they made towards three villages in its rear. Here was 
Osman Digma’s camp, and the Arabs mustering in strength again 
opened a heavy fire. They were, however, unable to with- 
stand the British guns and the heavy volleys of the infantry, 
and the troops advanced into the camp. 

It was found filled with property of all kinds; for the Arabs 
had removed nothing, making perfectly sure that they should 
be able to repel the English advance. Bags of money, bundles 
of clothing, Korans, great quantities of grain, and plunder of 
all kinds were found in the huts. Osman Digma himself had 
taken no part whatever in the fight. He had looked on from 
a distant eminence, and when he saw the repulse of the Arab 
attack and the flight of his men he at once made off. 

The next day the cavalry went on to a village two or three 
miles distant. Here they found a great quantity of ammuni- 
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tion for Krupp cannon and other loot, which had been cap. 
tured from the forces of Baker and Moncrieff. The village was 
burnt and the ammunition blown up. 

The next day the force started on its return march, after 
burning and destroying Osman’s camp and the three adjoining 
villages. No attempt was made to pursue Osman Digma or his 
Arabs. The country beyond was steep and mountainous, and 
there would have been no chance whatever of overtaking and 
capturing him, while the troops might have been attacked in 
difficult positions and have suffered heavily. 

It was supposed that after the two crushing defeats that had 
been inflicted on the enemy, and the proof so afforded of the 
falsehood of Osman Digma’s pretensions, the tribesmen would 
no longer believe in him, and that his authority would have 
been altogether destroyed. The expectation was not, however, 
justified by events, for two years later the Arabs again mus- 
tered under him in such formidable numbers, that another 
expedition was necessary to protect Suakim against the gather- 
ing of fanatics reassembled under Osman’s banner. 

The cavalry had suffered no loss during the operations, and 
as they had had some share in the fighting, and had matenially 
aided the shattered brigade by their fire upon the Arabs, they 
were not ill satisfied that they had not been called upon to 
take a more prominent part in the operations. 

But little time was lost at Suakim. The greater part of the 
troops were at once embarked on the transports and taken up to 
Suez, a small body only being left to protect the town should 
the Arabs again gather in force. The policy was a short-sighted 
one. Had a protectorate been established over the country 
to the foot of the hills, and a force sufficient to maintain it 
left there, the great bulk of the tribesmen would have willingly 
given in their allegiance, and no further hostile movement 
upon the part of Osman Digma would have been possible; 
but the fact that we hastened away after fighting, and afforded 
no protection whatever to the friendly natives, effectually 
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deterred others from throwing in their lot with us, and enabled 
Osman Digma gradually to restore his power and influence 
among them. 

Short though the campaign had been it had the effect of 
causing some inflammation in Edgar’s wounds, and as soon as 
the expedition returned to the coast the surgeon ordered him 
into hospital, and it was six weeks before he again took his 
place in the ranks. By this time the regiment was re-united 
at Cairo, and there was for some months nothing to break the 
even tenor of their way. 

Long ere this Edgar had learnt that his recommendation for 
the Victoria Cross had not been acceded to. This, however, 
was no surprise, for after what he had heard from Major 
Horsley he had entertained but little hope that he would be 
among the favoured recipients of the cross. 

‘Never mind, Ned,” a comrade said to him when the list 
was published and his name was found to be absent. “It is 
not always those that most deserve the cross who get it. We 
know that you ought to have had it, if any fellow ever did, and 
we shall think just as much of you as if you had got it on your 
breast.” 

In spite of the heat cricket matches were got up at Cairo, 
and the Hussars distinguished themselves here as they had done 
at Aldershot. The chief topic of interest, however, was the 
question of the safety of Khartoum, and especially that of 
General Gordon. He had been sent out by the British govern- 
ment in hopes that the great influence he possessed among the 
natives might enable him to put a stop to the disorder that 
prevailed in the Soudan. At the time that he had been in the 
service of the Egyptian government he had ruled so wisely and 
well in the Soudan that his prestige among the natives was 
enormous. He had suppressed slave-trading and restored order 
throughout the wide province, and by mingling mercy with 
justice he was at once admired and feared even by those whose 
profits had been annihilated by the abolition of the slave-trade. 
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But although Gordon had been rapturously received by the 
inhabitants of Khartoum, the tribes of the Soudan had not 
rallied, as it was hoped they would do, in opposition to the 
Mahdi, whose armies had gradually advanced and had besieged 
the city. General Gordon with the troops there had made 
expeditions up the river in the steamers, and brought in pro- 
visions for the besieged town; he had fought several battles 
with the Mahdists, in which he had not always been successful, 
and it was known that unless help arrived the city must finally 
surrender. Many letters had been received from him asking 
urgently for aid, but weeks and months passed, and the govern- 
ment who had sent him out were unable to make up their 
minds to incur the cost necessary for the despatch of so distant 
an expedition. 

In Cairo public feeling ran very high, and among the troops 
there the indignation at this base desertion of one of England’s 
noblest soldiers was intense and general. At last the news 
came that public feeling in England had become so strong that 
government could no longer resist it, and that orders had been 
issued to prepare an expedition with all haste. A number of 
flat-boats were to be built for conveying the troops up the 
Nile. Canadian boatmen had been sent for to aid in the navi- 
gation of the river. Camels were to be purchased in Egypt, a 
mounted infantry corps organized, and stores of all kinds hastily 
collected. 

People who knew the river shook their heads, and said that 
the decision had been delayed too long. The Nile would have 
fallen to a point so low that it would be difficult if not impos- 
sible to pass up the cataracts, and long before help could reach 
Khartoum the city and its noble governor would have fallen 
into the hands of the Mahdi. 

There was much disgust among the troops when it was 
known that many of them would remain in Lower Egypt, and 
that of the cavalry especially but a very small force would be 
taken, while three regiments mounted on camels, two of them 
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consisting of cavalry men from England, would take part in the 
expedition. 

Some of the soldiers, however, looked at the matter more 
philosophically. ‘‘We have had our share,” they argued, “and if 
the Mahdi’s men fight as well as Osman Digma’s we are quite 
willing that others should have their whack. There will be no 
end of hard work, and what fighting they get won't be all one 
way. Sand and heat, and preserved meat and dirty water out 
of wells, are not very pleasant when you have to stick to them 
for months together. Like enough, too, there will be another 
rumpus down at Suakim while the expedition is away, and then 
those who are left here now will get some more of it.” 

But although these arguments were loudly uttered, there 
was no doubt that there was considerable soreness, and that the 
men felt the hardship of favoured troops from England being 
employed in their stead in a service that, if dangerous, was 
likely to offer abundant opportunities for the display of courage 
and for gaining credit and honour. 


CHAPTER IX. 


THE CAMEL CORPS. 


RUMPETER Smith! Trumpeter Smith!” The shout ran 
through the arched corridor of the barracks, and a soldier 

putting his head through one of the windows repeated the cry 
at the top of his voice, for Trumpeter Smith was not in his 
barrack-room. Edgar, in fact, was walking on the shady side 
of the great court-yard chatting with two other troopers when 
his name was shouted. 

“Hullo! What is it?” 

“You are to go to Major Horsley’s quarters.” 
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Edgar buttoned up his jacket, ran to the washing-place, 
plunged his head and hands in water and hastily dried them, 
smoothed down his hair with his pocket-comb at a piece of 
looking-glass that had been stuck up against the wall above the 
basins, and adjusting his cap to the correct angle made his way 
to Major Horsley’s quarters, wondering much what he could 
be wanted for, but supposing that he was to be sent on some 
message into the town. 

The soldier-servant showed him into the room where Major 
Horsley and his wife were sitting. 

After a word or two of kindly greeting from the lady, Major 
Horsley went on: “I told you a long time back, Smith, that I 
should not forget the service you did my wife and her sister, 
and that I would do you a good turn if I ever got the chance. 
Is there anything you particularly want at present?” 

‘No, sir, except that I have been thinking that I should be 
glad to give up my trumpet. I am just eighteen now, and it 
would be better for me, I think, to take my regular place in 
the ranks. I should be more likely to be promoted there than 
I am as a trumpeter.” 

“Yes, you would be sergeant in a very short time, Smith; 
after your behaviour at El-Teb you would be sure of your 
stripes as soon as you were eligible for them. But I should not 
advise you to give up your trumpet just at the present moment.” 

“Very well, sir,” Edgar said, somewhat surprised. 

“But there is something else you are wishing for, is there 
not? I fancy every officer and man in the regiment is wishing 
for it.” 

“To go up the Nile, sir?” Edgar said eagerly. ‘Yes; I do 
wish that, indeed. Is there any chance of the regiment going, 
sir?” 

‘No, I am sorry to say there is not,” the major said. 

“And a very good thing too, Richard,” his wife put in. 

“T do not think so at all. It is the hardest thing ever heard 
of that the regiments here that have had all the heat and hard 
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work, and everything else of this beastly place, are to be left 
behind, while fellows from England go on. Well, Smith,” he 
went on, turning to Edgar, “I am glad to say I have been able 
to do you a good turn. When I was in the orderly-room just 
now a letter came to the colonel from the general, saying that 
a trumpeter of the Heavy Camel Corps is down with sunstroke 
and will not be able to go, and requesting him to detail a 
trumpeter to take his place. I at once seized the opportunity 
and begged that you might be chosen, saying that I owed you 
a good turn for your plucky conduct at Aldershot. The ad- 
jutant, I am glad to say, backed me up, saying that you have 
done a lot of credit to the regiment with your cricket, and that 
the affair at El-Teb alone ought to single you out when there 
was a chance like this going. The colonel rather thought that 
you were too young, but we urged that as you had stood the 
climate at Suakim you could stand it anywhere on the face 
of the globe. So you are to go, and the whole regiment will 
envy you.” 

“T am obliged to you indeed, sir,” Edgar said in delight. “I 
do not know how to thank you, sir.” 

“T do not want any thanks, Smith, for a service that has 
cost me nothing. Now you are to go straight to Sergeant 
Edmonds. I have sent him a note already, and he is to set 
the tailors at work at once to rig you out in the karkee 
uniform. We cannot get you the helmet they are fitted out 
with. But no doubt they have got a spare one or two; pro- 
bably they will let you have the helmet of the man whose 
place you are to take. You will be in orders to-morrow morn- 
ing, and I have asked Edmonds to get your things all finished 
by that time. Come in and say good-bye before you start in 
the morning.” 

There was no slight feeling of envy when Edgar’s good 
fortune became known, and the other trumpeters were unani 
mous in declaring that it was a shame his being chosen. 

‘Well, you see, you could not all go,” the trumpet-major 
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said, “and if Smith had not been chosen it would have been 
long odds against each of you.” 

‘But he is the last joined of the lot,” one of the men urged 

‘“‘He can blow a trumpet as well as any of you,” the sergeant 
said, “and that is what he is wanted for. I think that it is 
natural enough the colonel should give him the pull. The 
officers think a good deal of a fellow who helped the regiment 
to win a dozen matches at cricket, and who carried off the 
long-distance running prize at Aldershot; besides, he behaved 
uncommonly well in that fight, and has as good a right to the 
V.C. as any man there. I think that a fellow like that ought 
to have the pull if only one is to get it, and I am sure the 
whole regiment will be of opinion that he has deserved the 
chance he has got.” 

By the next morning the suit of karkee was ready, and 
Edgar was sent for early to the orderly-room and officially 
informed by the colonel that he had been detailed for service 
in the Heavy Camel Corps. 

“T need not tell you, Smith, to behave yourself well—to be a 
credit to the regiment. I should not have chosen you for the 
service unless I felt perfectly confident that you would do 
that. I hope that you will come back again safe and sound 
with the regiment. Good-bye, lad!” 

Edgar saluted and left the room. Several of the officers 
followed him out and bade him a cheery farewell, for he was 
a general favourite. All knew that he was a gentleman, and 
hoped that he would some day win a commission. He then 
accompanied Major Horsley to his quarters, and there the 
officer and his wife both shook hands with him warmly. 

“You will be a sergeant three months after you come back,” 
Major Horsley said; “and your having been on this Nile 
expedition, and your conduct at El-Teb, will help you on when 
the time comes, and I hope you will be one of us before many 
years are over.” 

Edgar then went up to his barrack-room to say good-bye 
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to his friends, and took off his smart Hussar uniform and put 
on the karkee suit, amid much laughter and friendly chaff at 
the change in his appearance. The adjutant had ordered a 
trooper to accompany him to the camp of the Camel Corps, 
which was pitched close by the Pyramids, and to bring back his 
horse. He therefore mounted and rode out of the barracks, 
amid many a friendly farewell from his comrades. He rode 
with his companion into the town and down to the river, 
crossed in a ferry-boat, and then rode on to the camp. In. 
quiring for the adjutant’s tent Edgar dismounted and walked 
up to that officer, and presented a note from the colonel. 

The officer glanced at it. ‘Oh, you have come to accom- 
pany us!” he said. ‘You look very young for the work, lad; 
but I suppose your colonel would not have chosen you unless he 
thought you could stand it. I see you have got our uniform, 
but you want a helmet. We can manage that for you. Ser- 
geant Jepherson, see if Trumpeter Johnson’s helmet will fit 
this man; he is going with us in his place. Fit him out with 
water-bottle and accoutrements, and tell him off to a tent.” 

The helmet fitted fairly, and only needed a little padding 
to suit Edgar, who, after putting it on, ran out to where his 
comrade was waiting for him and fastened his own head-gear 
to the pummel of his saddle. 

“Good-bye, young un!” the trooper said. ‘“ Hold your own 
with these heavies for the honour of the regiment. They mean 
well, you know, so don’t be too hard upon them.” 

Edgar laughed as he shook the man by the hand, and as he 
rode off turned to look at the scene around him. 

There were two camps at a short distance from each other, 
that of the Heavy Camel Corps to which he now belonged, com- 
posed of men of the Ist and 2d Life Guards, Blues, Bays, 4th 
and 5th Dragoon Guards, Royals, Scots Greys, 5th and 16th 
Lancers. The other was the Guards Corps, composed of men 
of the three regiments of foot guards. Edgar’s first feeling as 
he looked at the men who were standing about or lying in the 
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shade of the little triangular Indian mountain-service tents, 
was that he had suddenly grown smaller. He was fully up to 
the average height of the men of his own regiment, but he 
felt small indeed by the side of the big men of the heavy 
cavalry regiments. 

“This way, lad,” the sergeant into whose charge he had 
been given, said. ‘What is your name?” 

“T am down as Ned Smith.” 

The sergeant smiled at the answer, for no inconsiderable 
number of men enlist under false names. He led the way 
through the little tents until he stopped before one where a 
tall soldier was lying at full length on the sand. “ Willcox, 
this man has come to take the place of Trumpeter Johnson. He 
13 detached for duty with us from the Hussars. He will, of 
course, share your tent.” 

“ All right, sergeant! I will put him up tothe ropes, What’s 
your name, mate?” 

‘“T go as Ned Smith,” Edgar said. 

‘“‘So you are going in for being a heavy at present.” 

“Y don’t care whether I am a heavy ora light, so that I can 
go up the river.” 

‘Have you been out here long?” 

“About a year; we were through the fighting at Suakim, 
you know. It was pretty hot down there, I can tell you.” 

“Tt is hot enough here for me—a good deal too hot, in fact; 
and as for the dust, it is awful! 

“Yes, it is pretty dusty out here,” Edgar agreed; “and of 
course, with these little tents, the wind and dust sweep right 
through them. Over there in Cairo we have comfortable 
barracks, and as we keep close during the day we don’t feel 
the heat. Besides, it is getting cooler now. In August it was 
really hot for a bit even there.” 

‘Where are we going to get these camels, do you know?” 

‘Up the river at Assouan, I believe; but I don’t know very 
much about it. It was only yesterday afternoon I got orders 
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that I was to go with you, to take the place of one of your 
men who had fallen sick, so I have not paid much attention as 
to what was going on. It has been rather a sore subject with 
us, you see. It did seem very hard that the regiments here 
that have stood the heat and dust of this climate all along 
should be left behind now that there is something exciting to 
do, and that fresh troops from England should go up.” 

“Well, I should not like it myself, lad. Still I am precious 
glad I got the chance. I am one of the 5th Dragoon Guards, 
and you know we don’t take a turn of foreign service—though 
why we shouldn't I am sure I don’t know—and we are precious 
glad to get a change from Aldershot and Birmingham and 
Brighton, and all those home stations. You are a lot younger 
than any of us here. The orders were that no one under 
twenty-two was to come.” 

‘So I heard; but of course as we are out here, and we have 
got accustomed to it, age makes no difference.” 

“What do they send us out here for?” 

‘There are no barracks empty in the town, no open spaces 
where you could be comfortably encamped nearer. Besides, 
this gives you the chance of seeing the Pyramids.” 

“It is a big lump of stone, isn’t it?” Willcox said, staring at 
the Great Pyramid. ‘The chaps who built that must have 
been very hard up for a job. When I first saw it I was 
downright disappointed. Of course I had heard a lot about 
it, and when we got here it wasn’t half as big as I expected. 
After we had pitched our tents and got straight, two or three 
of us thought we would climb up to the top, as we had half 
an hour to spare. Just as we set off one of the officers came 
along and said, ‘ Where are you going, lads?’ and I said, “The 
cooks won’t have tea ready for half an hour, sir, so we thought 
we would just get up to the top and look round.’ And he said, 
‘If you do you will be late for tea.’ 

‘¢ Well, it didn’t seem to us as if it would take more than 
five minutes to get to the top and as much to get down again, 
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so off we went. But directly we began to climb we found the 
job was not as easy as we had expected. It looked to us as if 
there was but a hundred steps to go up; but each step turned 
out to be about five feet high, and we hadn’t got up above 
twenty of them when the trumpet sounded, and we pretty 
near broke our necks in coming down again. After that I got 
more respect for that lump of stone. Most of the officers 
went up next day, and a few of us did manage it, but I wasn’t 
one of them. I did try again; but I concluded that if I wanted 
to go up the Nile, and to be of any good when I got there, I 
had best give it up, for there would not be anything left of 
me to speak of by the time I got to the top. Then those 
Arab fellows got round, and shrieked and jabbered and 
wanted to pull us up; and the way they go up and down those 
stones is wonderful. But of course they have no weight to 
carry. No, I never should try that job again, not if we were 
to be camped here for the next ten years.” 

“T have been up to the top,” Edgar said; “‘but it is certainly 
a hard pull, and there is nothing much to see when you do get 
there—only so much more sand in all directions. The view 
from the great mosque at Cairo is much finer. Do you have 
much drill?” 

“Morning and evening we work away pretty stiff. It is 
infantry drill we have. They say we are not going to fight 
on the camels, but only to be carried along by them and to 
get off and fight if we see the enemy, and as we are all new to 
each other there is a good bit of work to be done to get us 
down to work as one battalion. We and the 4th make a troop 
together. We have drill in the afternoon, too, for a bit. Of 
a morning those that like can go across and have a look at the 
town. I went yesterday. Rum old place, isn’t it? The rum- 
miest thing is the way those little donkeys get about with a 
fat chap perched on the top of a saddle two feet above them. 
Never saw such mokes in my life. They ain't bigger than 
good-sized dogs some of them, and yet they go along with 
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fifteen or sixteen stone on their backs as if they did not feel 
it. Those and the camels pleased me most. Rum beasts those 
camels. I can’t think what it must feel like to be stuck up on 
top of them, and if one does fall off it must be like coming off 
a church. Have you tried one?” 

““No. Ihave never been on a camel. Of course we always 
have had our horses.” 

“Why didn’t they get us horses?” 

“YT don't know. They could have bought a couple of thou- 
sand, no doubt, if they had tried; besides, they could have got 
some from the Egyptian cavalry. But if they had they would 
never have sent out you and the Guards; though the horses 
would have done very well to carry light cavalry. I fancy the 
idea is that in the first place we have to go long distances 
without water. Camels can stand thirst for three or four days 
together, and each camel can carry water for its rider. Then, 
too, we may perhaps march sometimes, and the camels could 
carry water and food. So, you see, they will be useful both ways.” 

‘Well, I suppose it is all right,” Willcox said; “and as you 
say, 1f they had gone in for horses they could not have carried 
us heavies. I am precious glad to come. So are we all; though 
why they wanted to bring us and the Guards—the biggest and 
heaviest men they could pick out in the army—on a job like 
this, is more than I can say.” 

‘Tt is more than anyone can say, I should think,” Edgar 
said; and indeed no reason has ever been assigned for the 
singular choice of the heaviest men that could be collected in 
the service for duty on a campaign such as this was to be, and 
for which light, active, wiry men were especially suitable. 

‘There is the dinner call.” 

“What troop are we in?” Edgar asked, seizing his trumpet, 
and on learning at once gave the troop call. 

‘“‘ We are in messes of eight,” Willcox replied. ‘“ We and the 
three tents to the right have one mess. It is our turn to go 
over and get the grub.” 
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Accordingly Willcox and Edgar went across to the field- 
kitchen and received the rations for their mess, consisting of 
beef and vegetables—the bread for the day had been served out 
early. Returning to the tents the rations were divided between 
the party of eight, and Edgar was introduced by Willcox to his 
new messmates. 

‘Your regiment was at Aldershot with us eighteen months 
ago.” 

“Yes; but I did not know any of your men. I was over 
one or two evenings at your canteen, which was by a long way 
the best in the camp.” 

“Yes, we used to have some good singing there and no mis- 
take,” one of the men said. 

“The Long Valley is not bad in the way of dust, but this 
place beats it hollow,” another put in. 

‘This is a cleaner dust,” Edgar said. ‘The Long Valley dust 
blackened one; this does not seem to have any dirt init. As 
far as the uniforms go there is not much difference, but one 
doesn’t feel so grimy after a charge over this Egyptian sand as 
one did in the Long Valley.” 

“We played you fellows at cricket, I remember,” the man 
said. ‘I was in our eleven. You beat us, for you had a 
youngster we could not stand up against, he was a beggar to 
bowl.” 

Edgar laughed. ‘TI rather think I am the fellow,” he said, 
“Trumpeter Smith.” 

“It was Trumpeter Smith, sure enough. Well, you can bowl 
and no mistake, young un. It is rum meeting out here like 
this. And how have you been getting on since? You fellows 
were in the thick of it at El-Teb, I saw; and got cut up a bit 
by those niggers, didn’t you” 

“That we did,” Edgar replicd. “I am not sorry that we are 
going to fight as infantry this time, for I can tell you it is not 
pleasant charging among fellows who throw themselves down 
and hamstring your horse or drive a spear into him as he passes 


154 “WHEN ARE WE GOING TO START?” 


over them; and once down it is likely to go pretty hard with 
y ou.” 

“The infantry had it pretty hot too at Tamanieb?” 

“Yes, they got into one of our squares, and I don’t think 
many of our fellows would have ever got away if it had not 
been that Buller’s square came up to their assistance. Still, I 
don’t suppose that will ever happen again. If the infantry 
stand firm and shoot straight they ought never to be broken, 
while that cavalry business was a thing nothing could guard 
against. The best horseman in the world may go down if a 
fellow shams dead and then suddenly stabs your horse.” 

“There is no doubt the beggars can fight,” Willcox said; 
‘“‘and I expect we shall get some tough work before we get to 
Khartoum. I only hope they won’t catch us suddenly before 
we have time to get off those camels. Fancy being stuck up on 
one of those long-legged beasts with half a dozen niggers making 
a cock-shy of you with their spears.” 

“T don’t think that will happen,” Edgar replied. ‘“ We shall 
have the 19th to act as scouts, and as there will be no woods 
or thick scrub, from what I have heard of the country, as there 
was on the plains round Suakim, we ought not to be surprised.” 

“This meat is horribly tough,” Willcox remarked. “It strikes 
me they ought to have examined every one’s mouth before they 
sent them out, and to have chosen men with good sets of 
grinders, for I am sure they will want them for this stuff.” 

“The meat is tough out here. You see, it won't keep and 
has to be cooked pretty nearly warm, but it is better by a long 
way than that tinned meat which is all we shall get, I expect, 
when we once start.” 

‘When are we going to start?” 

‘‘In a few days, I should think. The boats are being taken 
up fast, and I believe a lot of the Canadians went up yesterday. 
There are two or three infantry regiments up there ready to go 
on as soon as the boats for them get up; and as most of the 
camels are up there too, I should think they will push us up as 
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soon as they can, as I suppose we are intended to go ahead of 
the boats and clear the banks.” 

Then they began to talk about the route, and Edgar, who had 
studied the maps and knew all that was known on the subject 
of the journey, drew on the sand the course of the Nile with 
its windings and turnings. 

“You see the river makes a tremendous bend here,” he said, 
“round by Berber. The general idea is that when we get to 
this spot, where there is a place called Ambukol, if there is 
news that Gordon is hard pressed and cannot hold out long, a 
column will march across this neck to Metemmeh, where there 
are some of Gordon’s steamers. I expect that is the work 
that will fall to the Camel Corps, and that it is specially for 
this that we have been got up. You see, the rest of the 
journey is along the water side, and horses would have done 
just as well as camels, and would be much more useful, for, of 
course, the infantry will do the main fighting, and the cavalry 
are only wanted for scouting and pursuit. Camels are no 
good for either one work or the other, for nothing will persuade 
the beggars to move out of their regular pace, which is Just 
about two and three-quarter miles an hour. If they did not 
intend to cut across this neck, I don’t see what they wanted 
more than the boats with the infantry and a regiment or two 
of light cavalry on these country horses, which are wonderfully 
hardy and can stand work that would knock English horses to 
pieces in no time.” 

‘Well, then, all that I can say is,” Willcox put in, “that it 
is very lucky for us that the river makes that big twist, other- 
wise we might be all kicking our heels at Aldershot or the 
Curragh, or in some garrison town. But I thought camels were 
fast beasts. I am sure I have seen pictures of Arabs riding 
about in the desert at a tremendous pace.” 

“There are some sort of camels called riding camels that are 
faster than the others, and there are dromedaries, which can trot 
as fast as a horse and keep it up for a long time; but the riding 
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camels and dromedaries are both scarce and expensive, and you 
may be sure we shall not have many of them with us.” 

‘‘ They are beastly ill-tempered looking brutes,” Willcox said. 
“When I was walking in the streets there the other day a 
string of them came along, and they grumbled and growled 
like wild beasts, and one showed his teeth and made as if he 
was going right at me. If I had not jumped into a shop I 
believe he would have had my ear off.” 

“They can bite, and bite very hard too; but it is very seldom 
they do, though they do make a wonderful pretence of being 
fierce. They call them the patient camel, but from what I 
have seen of them I should say that they are the most impatient, 
grumbling beasts in creation. It makes no difference what you 
do for them—whether you load them or unload them, or tell 
them to get up or lie down, or to go on or stop—they always 
seem equally disgusted, and grumble and grow] as if what you 
wanted them to do was the hardest thing in the world. Still, 
they can do a tremendous lot of work, and keep on any number 
of hours, and I don’t know what the people of this country 
would do without them.” 

In the afternoon Edgar paraded with his troop and fell into 
the usual routine of duty. As he had had a year’s campaigning in 
Egypt he was regarded as an authority, and after three or four 
days was as much at home with the troop as he had been in his 
own regiment. He found these big men very pleasant and 
cheery companions. All had been picked for the service as being 
men of exemplary character; they were in high spirits at the 
prospect of the expedition before them, and were like a party 
of great school-boys out on a holiday. They took to Edgar 
kindly; belonging, as he did, to the light cavalry, they regarded 
him as a sort of guest among them, and from his being so much 
younger and smaller than themselves they looked upon him as 
a boy, and he quickly got the nickname of “The Kid.” 

Many questions were asked him as to the fighting powers of 
the wild natives. 
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“How they could break right into a square beats me alto- 
gether,” one of the big troopers said. ‘They always tell us that 
cavalry have no chance nowadays of breaking into a square, for 
they would all be shot down by the breech-loaders before they 
could reach it, and yet these niggers, with nothing but spears, 
manage todoit. J cannot make head or tail of it; no more I can 
of you chaps getting cut up by them.” 

“You will understand it when you see it,” Edgar said. 
“They run pretty nearly as fast as a horse can gallop, and 
they don’t seem to fear death in the slightest, for they believe 
that if they are killed they go straight to heaven. It seems 
to me that savages must be braver than civilized soldiers. It 
was the same thing with the Zulus, you know, they came right 
down on our men at Isandula, and the fire of the breech-loaders 
did not stop them in the slightest.” 

“No more it would stop us, young un, if we got orders to 
charge. It did not at Balaclava.” 

“No, that is true enough,” Edgar agreed; “but then we 
have got discipline. The order is given, and the whole regi- 
ment goes off together; one could not hold back if one would. 
But that is a different thing from rushing forward each man 
on his own account, as they did against us, and running up 
to what seemed certain death. I know the feeling among our 
fellows was that they would not have believed it had they not 
seen it.” 

‘Well, I hope we shall get a chance of seeing it,” the man 
said, “only I hope that we shall not be atop of them camels 
when they try it. I have been looking at the beasts over there 
in the city, and there does not seem to me to be any go about 
them. Beastly-tempered brutes! I don’t believe you could get 
a charge out of them if you tried ever so much.” 

“No, I don’t think you could,” Edgar laughed. “ But, 
you see, we are intended to fight on foot. We shall be like 
the old dragoons, who used their horses only to carry them to 
the place where they were to fight.” 
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‘**No chance of any loot?” another put in. 

‘““No chance in the world. At the best of times they wear 
a sort of dirty cotton sheet round their shoulders, but when 
they go into battle they leave that behind them, and fight only 
in their loin-cloths.” 

“] have heard,” an old soldier said, ‘“‘ from some of our chaps 
who fought in the Indian mutiny, that they often found a 
lot of money and jewels and things in those loin-cloths of the 
sepoys. ” 

“Ah, that was because they had been plundering treasuries 
and capturing booty of all sorts. But I do not suppose many 
of these Arabs ever saw a gold coin in their lives. They don't 
see many silver ones. What wealth they have is in sheep and 
cattle and horses, and with these they barter for such things 
as they require. No; if you are fighting out here for a year 
you will get nothing except a few worthless charms, of no value 
whatever except as curios.” 

‘Well, I wish they would let us be off,” another said. “I 
am sick already of these sands and that big lump of stone. 
I hear the boats are going up every day, and if they do not 
move us soon the infantry will be there before us.” 

“TI think we shall travel a good deal faster than they do 
when we are once off,” Edgar said. ‘‘They will have rapids 
and all sorts of difficulties to contend with, while we shall go 
on steadily, five-and-twenty miles a day perhaps. You may be 
sure we shall be well in front when the time for work comes. 
They would never go to the expense of sending you all out, 
and mounting you on camels, and then keep you behind.” 

‘Have you heard the news, lads?” a sergeant asked, joining 
the group. 

“No! What is it?” 

‘We are to strike tents at four o’clock this afternoon, march 
down to the river, embark in a steamer, and start to-night.” 

‘“‘Hooray !” the men shouted. ‘That is the best news we 
have had since we landed.” 
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In a short time most of the men were at work giving a final 
polish to their arms. Fy four o’clock the tents were levelled 
and rolled up, the baggage was packed and sent forward on 
camels, and the regiment was formed up awaiting the orders to 
march. The heat of the day had somewhat abated, but the 
march, short as it was, was a trying one, from the clouds of light 
sand that rose from beneath the feet of the column, and the men 
were heartily glad when they embarked, two troops on board 
the steamer and the rest on large flats which she was to tow 
up the stream. Kits and belts were taken off, and the men 
made themselves as comfortable as the crowded state of the 
flats would permit. The officers were on board the steamer. 
As they started a loud cheer broke from the men. They were 
fairly off at last. There was no thought of the dangers and 
difficulties before them. It was enough for them that they 
were fairly on their way up the Nile to relieve, as they hoped, 
Khartoum, and to rescue Gordon. 

“Tf this is campaigning I don’t care how much we have of 
it,” the soldier who was sitting next to Edgar said, looking 
up at the deep blue sky studded with stars. ‘This suits me 
down to the ground.” 

“You had better make the most of it,” Edgar laughed, ‘it 
won't last long; and you will have nothing like it again. I own 
that, at any rate until we reach the highest point to which the 
boats can go, I think the infantry have got the best of it. Of 
course they will have hard work in hauling the boats past the 
rapids, and they will have some rowing to do when the wind 
is too light for the sails to carry them up, but 1 would rather 
sit in a boat and row than sit on the back of a camel.” 

“But the boats will go all the way, won't they ?” 

“Jt is not known yet. It is possible that when we get to a 
place named Korti, where the river makes a tremendous bend, 
some of us may cross the desert to Metemmeh, where Gordon's 
steamers will meet us. If we do I expect that will be the 
work of the three Camel Corps, and all the boats will go right 
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round the river and join us there; that is, if they can get up 
the cataracts. I know the Egyptians say the water will be too 
low for the boats to goup. That may be true enough as to 
the native boats, but ours draw so little water that 1 believe 
there must always be depth enough for them, for there is 
always a good lot of water coming down here even at the 
driest season.” 

The regiment was disembarked at Assouan, and the next 
day four companies went up in two steamers to Wady Halfa, 
a hundred and eighty miles higher up the river. Edgar’s 
troop formed part of the detachment. They had expected to 
see a place of some size, but found that it consisted only of a 
few mud huts and some sheds of the unfinished railway. Here 
for some days the men practised infantry drill and received 
their equipments and saddles, and then they were marched to 
the camel depot a mile away. 

The soldiers were immensely amused at the sight of their 
chargers. These animals had been collected from all parts of 
Egypt, from Aden and Arabia. As soon as the proper number 
had been received and told off to the men, the work of fitting 
on the saddles commenced. This was by no means easy, as 
the camel humps differed greatly from each other, and a good 
deal of padding and altering was necessary before the saddles 
were comfortably fitted. When the men mounted they formed 
in line, and found that the animals were docile and obedient 
to the rein, and manceuvred together without difficulty. 
Several days were spent in learning to sit the animals, and 
there were many spills, but as the sand was deep no harm 
came of them, and they caused great amusement to all except 
the victims themselves. 

The greatest difficulty was the mounting and dismounting, 
both of which performances had to be done when the camel 
was kneeling. In order to make him kneel it was necessary 
to tug at the head-rope, at the same time making a sound like 
clearing the throat. Then the rope was pulled at until his 
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head was brought round to his shoulder. This prevented him 
from getting up again. The rifle, which was slung in a bucket 
on one side behind the rider, was found to render it impossible 
to get the leg over, and it consequently became necessary for 
the man to mount with his rifle in his hand, and to drop it 
into the bucket afterwards, As the camel always rose and lay 
down with great suddenness, men were, until accustomed to it, 
constantly pitched over his head. 

“T never want to see a camel again,” Edgar grumbled, after 
one or two days’ exercise diversified by numerous falls; ‘they 
are the most discontented beasts I ever saw.” 

‘J don’t mind their growling,” a trooper said; ‘it is the 
twistiness of the brutes I hate. When you are looking after a 
horse you know what he can do and where he can reach you. 
Of course if you get behind him he can kick, but when you 
are standing beside him all that you have got to look after is 
his head, and he cannot bring that round to bite very far. 
These brutes can reach all over the place; they can kick at 
you any way. They can scratch their ears with their hind 
legs, and even rub the top of their humps with it if they are 
disposed, or scratch themselves under the chin. Their necks 
are the same, they can twist them anywhere. They can bite 
the root of their tails, and lay their heads back and give them 
a rub on the top of their humps. There is no safety with 
them at all; and when they come at you growling and roaring 
with their mouths open and showing their teeth it is enough 
to scare you.” 

“Tt is fortunate that their hoofs are soft and spongy, so that 
they cannot hurt like the kick of a horse,” Edgar said. 

“Spongy, be blowed!” the trooper replied. ‘Mine kicked 
me in the chest yesterday and I went flying about ten yards, 
and the breath was knocked out of my body for a quarter 
of an hour.” 

“That was bad, no doubt,” Edgar laughed; “but if it had 


been a horse you would be in the hospital-tent now with some 
( 660) L 
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of your ribs broken, if you hadn’t been smashed up alto- 
gether.” 

“They are up to all sorts of tricks,” the trooper went on, 
looking savagely at his growling camel. “There was Rogers, 
this morning, he was just passing a camel who was kneeling 
down. Well, who would think that a kneeling camel could 
do anything except with his head. Rogers swore that he did 
not go within four yards of him, and the brute suddenly shot 
out his hind leg and caught him on the knee and cut him 
clean over, and he thought for some time that his leg was 
broken. Blow all camels, I say!” 

As the camels were not to be used for fighting from, in the 
presence of an enemy the troopers were to dismount and fight 
on foot. When down the camels were to be knee-haltered, 
one of the fore-legs being doubled up and strapped, which pre- 
vented the animal from rising. Each camel received about five 
pounds of grain night and morning, and the whole were taken ° 
down to the river every other day to drink. The conduct of 
many of them was exasperating in the extreme to their riders. 
When taken down into the stream they would stand and look 
about in an aimless way as if wondering what on earth they had 
been brought there for, and would be sometimes ten minutes 
or a quarter of an hour before the idea seemed to occur to 
them that they might as well have a drink. 

Once on the march they went steadily and well, obeying the 
slightest motion of the halter, and keeping up their regular 
pace without intermission from the time they started until 
they were ordered to halt. 

After a week’s drill and practice the men became accustomed 
to the ways of their animals, and were glad when the order 
came for them to start. By this time the leading regiments of 
the infantry had begun to go up in their boats. These were 
broad, flat crafts, which had been specially built in England for 
the purpose. Each carried twelve men and three months’ supply 
of provisions and stores for them. They were provided with 
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sails and oars, and as the direction of the wind was up the 
river the sails were of great assistance. 

As the cavalry passed the Great Cataract they had an oppor- 
tunity of seeing the process of getting the boats up. The rush 
of waters was tremendous, and it seemed well-nigh impossible 
to force the boats against them. It would indeed have been 
impossible to row them, and they were dragged up by tow- 
ropes by the united strength of the troops and a large number 
of natives. At times, in spite of all the efforts of the men at 
the ropes, the boats made no progress whatever, while if the 
steersman allowed the stream for a moment to take the boat’s 
head it would be whirled round and carried down to the foot 
of the rapid, when the work had to be recommenced. 

The troopers thought, as they watched the exertions of the 
infantry, that, rough as was the action of the camels, they had 
decidedly the best of it, but such was not their opinion on 
the following day when, as they were jogging wearily along, 
several of the boats passed them running before a strong wind, 
with the soldiers on board reclining in comfortable positions in 
the bottom or on the thwarts. Again their opinions changed 
when, the wind having dropped, they saw the men labouring 
at the oars in the blazing sun. 

“There are pulls both ways,” one of the troopers said philo- 
sophically, “and take it all round I don’t know which has got 
the best of it. If there are many of these cataracts I should 
say we are best off, and they say there are lots of them between 
this and Khartoum.” 

“T think we have got the best of it, certainly,” Edgar said; 
“for if it comes to leaving the river and pushing on we are 
sure to be in it.” 

The journey from Wady Halfa to Dongola was 235 miles. 
The day’s march was generally about twenty miles, the halting. 
places being made at spots previously settled upon, where there 
were depots of provisions formed for them. The start was 
made about five o'clock in the morning. For the first two 
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hours the men walked, leading their camels; then when the 
sun became hot they mounted and rode the rest of the 
distance. At first they found the monotonous motion very 
trying, but became accustomed to it in time, and would even 
go off to sleep in the saddles, with the result, however, that 
they were probably shot off if the camel came upon a sudden 
irregularity of the ground. 

In the cool of the evening the men bathed in the river, and 
the officers often went out in search of game, which was found, 
however, to be very scarce. There were many regrets among 
the men that they had brought no fish-hooks or lines with them, 
for these would have furnished not only amusement during 
their halts, but might have afforded a welcome change to the 
monotony of their diet. 

The country bordering the Nile was composed of low rocky 
hills and hard gravel, with occasional tufts of dry grass and 
scrub. Sometimes the troops marched four abreast, at other 
times they had to go in single file across the rocky ground. 
The fun of the camel-riding very soon passed off, and the 
men found the marches extremely dull and monotonous, and 
were heartily glad when they got to Dongola. 

Here the rest of the regiment joined them. Marching 
twenty miles up the river they crossed the Nile in boats, and 
another day’s march took them to Shabadud; and after a stay 
there of some days, drilling with other corps, they moved on 
to Korti, four days’ march. The site chosen for the camp de- 
lighted the men. Groves of palms grew along the steep banks 
of the river; beyond were fields of grass and broad patches 
of cultivated land. Here they were to wait until the rest of 
the mounted troops came up, and a portion, at any rate, of the 
infantry arrived in the boats. 
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CHAPTER X. 
AN UNEXPECTED MEETING. 


T is a nice place for a camp, isn’t it, youngster?” 

“Very nice, sergeant; but it will soon be spoiled with 
all these troops arriving, It is very pretty now with that grove 
of palm-trees, and the low green bushes that hide the sand, and 
the river with all the boats with white sails. I have just been 
counting them, there are thirty-two in sight. But when we 
get three or four regiments here they will soon cut down the 
scrub and spoil its appearance altogether.” 

“That is so, lad; troops make a pretty clear sweep of every- 
thing where they settle down.” 

Edgar had taken a good deal to Sergeant Bowen, who had 
shown him many little kindnesses on the way up. He was an 
older man than most of those engaged in the expedition, and 
Edgar judged him to be thirty-two or thirty-three years old. 
He was a fine, tall, soldierly-looking fellow, and had served in 
various parts of the world. 

“Let us sit down,” the sergeant said; “this bush will give 
us a little shade. How long have you been in the army, lad?” 

“Better than two years. Directly the campaign is over I 
shall give up my trumpet, and hope I shall get my stripes soon.” 

“ How old are you—nineteen ?” 

‘Not for some months yet, sergeant.” 

‘“‘Hope to get your commission some day?” the sergeant 
said. “I suppose that is what you entered the army for.” 

“Yes, partly, sergeant; partly because I saw no other way 
of keeping myself.” 

“But what are your friends doing?” 

‘“‘T have not any friends; at least none that I care to apply 
to,” Edgar answered shortly. 

“No friends, lad? That is bad. But I do not want to know 
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your story if you do not choose to tell it, It is easy to see 
that you have had a good education. Keep steady, lad, and 
you will get on. I might have been a quarter-master years 
ago if it hadn’t been for that. Drink and other things have 
kept me down; but when I was twenty I was a smart young 
fellow. Ah! that is a long time back.” 

“Why, one would think that you were an old man, sergeant,” 
Edgar said, and smiled. 

“Older than you would think by a good bit. How old do 
take me to be?” 

‘Something past thirty.” 

“A good deal past that. I am just forty, though they don’t 
know it, or I should not be here.” 

“Why, then, if you enlisted when you were my age, ser- 
geant, you must have done over twenty years’ service.” 

“It’s twenty-two since I first enlisted. I served eight 
years in the infantry. I don’t know why I am telling you 
this, but somehow I have taken a fancy to you. I was uncom- 
fortable in the regiment. It does not matter why. I got 
my stripes twice, and had to give them up or I should have 
been put back for drinking. Then I left the regiment without 
asking leave. I was three or four years knocking about at home; 
but I had no trade and found it hard to get work, so at last J 
enlisted again. I was thirty then, but looked years younger 
than I was. Of course I had shaved off my moustache and put 
on a smock-frock when I went to enlist, and I gave my age as 
twenty-two. No one questioned it. J chose the cavalry this 
time, because I knew that if I entered an infantry regiment 
again they would spot me as an old soldier at once; but as it 
was all new in the cavalry I managed to pass it off, and now 
I have had ten years’ service, the last six of them as sergeant. 
And as I gave up drink years ago I have a good character 
in the regiment, and when a steady non-commissioned officer 
was wanted for this business I had the luck to be chosen. 
Officers coming, lad!” 
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They rose to their feet and saluted as three officers passed. 
They were talking eagerly together, and returned the salute 
mechanically without glancing at the two soldiers. 

“It is a rum chance, Clinton, our meeting here. I ran 
against Skinner at Assouan quite accidentally. I had seen his 
name in the list of the officers of the Marines going up; but we 
met quite by chance, and only forgathered here yesterday, and 
now here you are turning up as one of Stewart’s A.D.C.’s. Who 
would have thought that we three should meet here, when 
we have never seen each other since we left Cheltenham?” 

The sergeant stood looking after them with an air of interest 
till their voices died away. Then he turned to his companion. 

“ Hullo, lad, what is the matter? Are you ill?” 

“No, I am all right,” Edgar said huskily. 

‘Nonsense! Your colour has all gone, and you are shaking 
like a leaf. What! did you know any of those officers?” 

“T knew them all once,” Edgar said. ‘‘ We were at school 
together. I did not know that any of them were out here. I 
would not have them recognize me for anything.” 

“Qh, that is it! I thought you must have run away from 
school; got into some scrape, I suppose. Well, my lad, as you 
have made your bed you must lie init. But it is not likely 
that any of them would know you even if they ran up against 
you. Two years’ service under this sun changes a lad of your 
age wonderfully. By the way, one of them called the other 
Clinton; do you happen to know whether he is the son of a 
Captain Clinton—Captain Percy Clinton ?” 

“Yes, he is.” 

“He was captain of my company when I was a young sergeant. 
Well, well, time flies fast, to be sure. Do you know whether 
this young fellow has a brother, and, if so, what he is doing?” 

**No, he has no brother,” Edgar said shortly. 

“There were two of them,” the sergeant said positively. 
“Perhaps one has died. I wonder which it was,” he muttered 
to himself. 
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“Do you know the story?” Edgar asked suddenly. 

‘Do I know the story!” the sergeant repeated slowly. “What 
story do you mean?” 

“The story of Captain Clinton’s baby being confused with 
another.” 

“Oh, you know about that, do you?” Sergeant Bowen asked 
in turn. ‘So they made no secret of it. Ay, lad, I know it; 
every man in the regiment knew it. And good cause I had to 
know it, it was that that ruined me.” 

“ Are you Sergeant Humphreys?” Edgar asked, putting his 
hand on the man’s shoulder. 

The sergeant started in surprise. 

“Why, lad, how come you to know all the ins and outs of that 
story? Ay, I was Sergeant Humphreys, and for aught I know 
that young fellow who has just passed, whom they call Clinton, 
is my son.” 

“No, he is not, sergeant; I am your son!” 

The sergeant looked at the young trumpeter in bewilder- 
ment, then his expression changed. 

“You have got a touch of fever, lad. Come along with me 
to the hospital; I will report you sick. The sooner you are out 
of the sun the better.” 

“T am as sensible as I ever was in my life,” Edgar said 
quietly. ‘I was brought up by Captain Clinton as his son. I 
was at Cheltenham with Rupert Clinton, who has just passed 
us. We believed that we were twins until the day came when 
& woman came down there and told me the story, and told me 
that I was her son and yours; then I ran away, and here I am.” 

‘“‘ My wife!” the sergeant exclaimed passionately. ‘I have 
not seen or heard of her for fifteen years. So she came down 
and told you that. She is a bad lot, if ever there was one. 
And so she told you you were my son? You may be, lad, for 
aught I know; and I should be well content to know that it 
was so. But what did she come and tell you that for? What 
game is she up to now? I always knew she was up to some 
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mischief. What was her motive in coming down to tell you 
that? Just let me know what she said.” 

“She said she had deliberately changed me as an infant for 
my good, and she proposed to me to continue the fraud, and 
offered, if I liked, to swear to Rupert’s being her child, so that 
I might get all the property.” 

“And that she might share in it!” the sergeant laughed 
bitterly. “A bold stroke that of Jane Humphreys. And how 
did she pretend to recognize you as her child more than the 
other?” 

“She told me that Captain Clinton’s child had a tiny mole 
on his shoulder, and as Rupert has such a mark, that settled 
the question.” 

“Jane Humphreys told you more than she knew herself. 
Whether she intended to make the change of babies or not I 
don’t know, but I believe she did; but whether it was done by 
chance, or whether she purposely mixed them up together, one 
thing I am certain of, and that is, that she confused herself as 
well as every one else, and that she did not know which was 
which. When I came into the room first she was like a woman 
dazed, and, clever as she was, I am sure she was not putting it 
on. She had thought, I fancy, that she could easily distinguish 
one from the other, and had never fancied that she could have 
been confused as well as other people. She undressed them, 
and looked them over and over, and it was then she noticed 
the little mole on the shoulder, and she turned to me and said, 
‘If I had but noticed this before I should always have told 
them apart.’ 

“We had a pretty bad time of it afterwards, for it made me 
the laugh of the whole regiment, and caused no end of talk and 
worry, and we had frightful rows together. She taunted me 
with being a fool for not seeing that there was money to be 
made out of it. She acknowledged to me over and over again 
that she had intended to change the children, and had dressed 
them both alike; and when I asked her what good had come 
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out of her scheming, she said that in the first place we had got 
rid of the bother of bringing up the boy, and that if I were not a 
fool we might make a good thing out of it yet. But she was 
vexed and angry with herself for not having seen this little 
mark, and for having herself lost all clue as to which was her 
child. I told her that as she had intended to change them she 
could have cared nothing for her own boy, and that her only 
object could have been to make money. 

“She did not deny it, but simply jeered at me for being con- 
tent to remain all my life a non-commissioned officer when 
there might be a fortune made out of this. I do not say that 
if she had been able to tell one child from the other she would 
have told me, for if she had I should certainly have gone to 
Captain Clinton and told him; but she did not know. A woman 
can act well, but she cannot make herself as white as a sheet 
and put such a wild look into her eyes as she had when I found 
her turning those children over and over, and trying to make 
out which was which. I could take the Bible in my hand and 
swear in court that Jane Humphreys knew no more than I did 
which was her child, that she had never noticed the mark until 
after the change was made, and that to this day she does not 
know. 

“One of the points we quarrelled on was that I made her 
start for the captain’s quarters in such a hurry. She after- 
wards said that when it first came across her that she did not 
know which child was which, her blood seemed to go up into 
her head, and she lost her power of judgment altogether. She 
said over and over again that if I hadn’t hurried her so, and 
had let matters be for a day or two, so that she could have 
slept on it and had looked at them quiet, she would have 
known which was her child. So that is how it is, lad. You 
may be Jane Humphreys’ child and mine, or you may be Cap- 
tain Clinton’s, but no living soul can decide which. As to Jane 
Humphreys, she is a liar and a thorough bad un, and if it is 
only on her word that you have run away you have made a 
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bad mistake of it. Still it is not too late to put that right. My 
word is as good as hers; and as she swore before she did not 
know which was which, her swearing now that she does, after 
all these years, will go for nothing at all.” 

Edgar was silent for some time, then he said, “I have thought 
a good many times since I ran away that I was wrong in not 
waiting to hear what Captain Clinton said. But I had no reason 
to doubt the story she told me, and when she proposed that I 
should go on with this fraud and cheat Rupert out of his 
position as heir, it was too horrible, and the thought that such 
& Woman was my mother was altogether too much to bear. I 
will not make such a mistake again, or act in a hurry. My 
present thought is that as I have chosen my way I will go 
on in it. Before, Captain Clinton and his wife did not know 
which was their child and loved us both equally, now that they 
believe that Rupert is their son and that ] was a fraud, they 
will have come to give him all their love, and I am not going to 
unsettle things again. That is my present idea, and I do not 
think that I am likely to change it. 

‘“‘T shall be glad to know that I need not consider myself that 
woman’s child, though it would not grieve me, now that I know 
you, to be sure that you were my father. But Captain Clinton 
and his wife were a father and mother to me up to the day 
when I ran away, and I could never think of anyone else 
in that light.” 

“Quite natural, quite natural, lad! You have never seen me 
or heard of me, and it would be a rum thing if you could all of 
a sudden come to care a lot about me. I know that you may 
be my son, but I don’t know that at present I like you any the 
more for that than I did before. So we are quite of one mind 
over that. But we will be friends, lad, stout friends!” 

“That we will,” Edgar said, clasping warmly the hand the 
other held out to him. ‘You have been very kind to me up 
to now, and now that at any rate we may be father and son we 
shall be drawn very close together. When this campaign is 
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over it will be time to talk again about the future. I do not 
think now that I am at all likely to change my mind, or to let 
the Clintons know what you have told me; but I need not 
trouble about it in any way until then. I was contented be- 
fore, and I am contented now. If I have made a fool of myself, 
as I think I have, I must pay the penalty. I have much to 
be thankful for. I had a very happy time of it until the day 
I left Cheltenham. I have had a good education, and I have 
a first-rate chance of making my way up. I have made friends 
of some of the officers of my regiment, and they have promised 
to push me on. I had the luck to attract the colonel’s attention 
at El-Teb, and was among the names sent in for the Victoria 
Cross; and although I did not get it, the fact that I was re- 
commended will count in my favour.” 

“You are the right stuff, lad,” the sergeant said, putting his 
hand on his shoulder, “whether I or the captain was your 
father. I reckon that it was he—I don’t see where you can 
have got what there is in you from our side. And now it is 
time to be going back to camp. Who would have thought, 
when we strolled out together, that so much was to come out 
of our walk?” 

While this conversation had been going on, Rupert Clinton 
and his two old school-fellows were sitting on the ground in the 
tent which Easton shared with another of General Stewart's 
aldes-de-camp, 

“The scene has changed,” Easton said as he handed them 
each a tumbler of weak rum and water, “ otherwise one might 
imagine that we were in my study at River-Smith’s, and that 
Skinner was about to lay down the law about the next football 
match.” 

“Ah! if we had but Edgar here!” Rupert sighed. 

“T did not like to ask whether you had found him, Clinton; 
but I guessed you had not by your keeping silence.” 

‘No, we have heard nothing of him beyond the fact that we 
have occasionally a letter saying that he is well and comfort- 
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able. They were all posted in London, but I still believe that 
he is in the army. My father is as convinced as ever that the 
statement of that woman I told you of was a false one, and 
that Edgar is just as likely to be his son as I am. I know I 
would gladly give up my share of the heirship to find him. 
However, unless I run against him by pure chance I am not 
likely to do that. We still put in advertisements occasionally, 
but my people at home are as convinced as I] am that we shall 
not hear from him until he has made his way in some line or 
other, and he 33 in an independent position.” 

‘“‘He always was a sticker,” Skinner said, “and if he took a 
thing in hand would carry it through. You remember his rush 
in our last match with Green’s, how he carried the ball right 
down through them all. I should not worry about it, Clinton; 
it will all come right in time. He will turn up some day or 
other; and when he finds that matters are just as they were 
before, and that your people believe him to be just as likely to 
be their son as you are, he will fall into his old place again— 
at least that is my opinion of it.” 

‘Yes, that is what I hope and believe,” Rupert said. “Well, 
Easton, how do you like the Guards, and how do you like 
campaigning? I see that you have given up white shirts, like 
the rest of us. J rather expected that if we did meet I should 
find that, in some miraculous way, you still contrived to get 
up immaculately.” 

Easton laughed. ‘No, I left my last white shirt at Cairo, 
Clinton. I consulted my soldier-servant about it. He was 
ready to guarantee the washing, but he did not see his way to 
starching and ironing; so I had to give them up and take to 
flannels. They were awful at first, and irritated my skin until 
they brought on prickly heat, and I was almost out of my mind 
for a few days. However, I have got over it now. What 
made you go into the Marines, Skinner?” 

‘Well, just before the exam. came off an uncle of mine, who 
is a great friend of the first lord, wrote to say that he could 
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get me a commission. Well, in the first place I did not feel 
very sure of passing for the line; in the second place I had a 
liking for the sea, and in the third place, as my governor's 
living is not a very large one and I have a lot of sisters, and I 
thought I had had more than my share already in being sent 
to Cheltenham—and one can live a good deal cheaper in the 
Marines than in the line—I concluded the best thing I could do 
was to accept the offer; and I have not been sorry that 1 did 
it It was awful luck my coming out in the Naval Brigade 
here; it was just a fluke. The man who was going was chucked 
off a horse and broke his arm the day before the brigade sailed 
from Suakim, and I was sent up in his place. Well, what is 
the last news, Clinton? You ought to know, as you are on 
the staff.” 

‘They don’t intrust aides-de-camp with their secrets,” Rupert 
replied; “but I think it likely there will be a move in a day 
or two, and that the Camel Corps will push across to Metemmeh 
and wait there till the boats get round.” 

“Yes, that is what every one is talking about,” Easton said. 
“The question that is agitating us is whether all the Camel 
Corps will go; and if not, which will be chosen?” 

*“ Ah, that I know nothing about, Easton; but I should think 
if any go, the Guards would be sure to be in it. But whether 
the Heavies or the Lights will go, if only two are chosen, I 
cannot say. I should fancy one will go with the boats any- 
how, so as to keep along parallel with them and protect them 
against any sudden attack while they are afloat.” 

‘Will the chief go on, do you think?” 

‘Not if only a small body cross the desert. At least I 
should think not. I should say he would stay here until 
Metemmeh is occupied and the boat column is well on its way, 
and that then he will go on to Metemmeh, and take the com- 
mand there when the whole force is assembled. In that case 
Stewart would of course command the desert column, and I 
should be all right.” 
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“The great question is, will the beggars fight?” Skinner 
remarked; “and if so, where?” 

“They are sure to fight,” Easton said. ‘“I don’t think there 
is the least doubt about that, but I should not think there 
will be any fighting this side of Metemmeh; it will be some- 
where between that and Khartoum. The Mahdi cannot help 
fighting after smashing up Hicks and giving himself out as 
invincible. He would lose his hold altogether of the people if 
he did not come down and fight. Of course there is no doubt 
about the result; but, judging from the way those fellows 
fought down by the Red Sea, it is likely to be pretty tough 
work. I shall be sorry for the poor beggars with their spears 
against our breech-loaders, but it has got to be done.” 

Skinner and Rupert both laughed, for Easton spoke exactly 
as he used to do with regard to football. 

“Tt will be a nuisance your having to exert yourself, won't 
it, Easton?” 

“Yes, that is always a nuisance, and in a climate like this!” 
Easton said seriously. “ Why nature made a place so hot, I 
cannot make out. Iam sure if I were to be weighed I should 
find I had lost nearly a stone since I came out.” 

“You have quite enough flesh on you,” Skinner said critically. 
“Tf you have lost a stone you must have been getting beastly 
fat. You fellows in the Guards do not take enough exercise. 
The time was when the Guards used to row and had a very 
good eight, but they never do that sort of thing now. It would 
do you all a lot of good if, instead of wandering between Lon- 
don and Windsor and Dublin, you were to take your turn for 
foreign service.” 

‘But then we should not be Guards, Skinner.” 

‘Well, you would be none the worse for that,” Skinner 
retorted. 

‘He is just as bad as he used to be, Clinton,” Easton laughed ; 
“just the same aggressive, pugnacious beggar that he was at 
River-Smith’s.” 
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‘‘He means well, Easton. We never expected more than 
that from him. He must make himself fearfully obnoxious to 
the fellows who have the misfortune to be shut up on board 
ship with him.” 

“T shall make myself obnoxious to you, Clinton, if you don’t 
look out. It is only the heat that protects you. Have you 
met any others of our fellows out here?” 

“Not from our house, but I know there are seven or eight 
fellows of about our own standing out here altogether.” 

“If we are up here in the cold weather,” Skinner said, 
‘that is, if there ever is any cold weather, we will get a foot- 
ball made and challenge a team from any other school.” 

“Don’t talk about it,” Easton said plaintively. ‘‘It throws 
me into a perspiration even to think about it. The dust would 
be something awful. Possibly if we are up here through the 
winter, or through the period they are pleased to call winter, 
we might get up cricket; but as for football, it is out of the 
question. Of course if we were stationed at Dongola, or Berber, 
or Khartoum, we could get the bats and stumps and things 
sent up tous. It would be fun if it were only to see how these 
lazy, squatting beggars would stare when they saw us at it.” 

“But you were never enthusiastic about cricket.” 

‘No. But then, you see, I do not propose to play on our side. 
My idea is that I should sit down on the sands in the shade of 
the scrub and smoke my pipe quietly. That is the oriental idea 
of taking exercise; pay somebody to dance for you, and sit 
and watch them, but do not think of attempting to take a 
hand yourself. It would be fatal to any respect these Egyp- 
tians may feel for us if they were to see us rushing about the 
sand like maniacs in pursuit of a ball. However, though I 
should not play myself, I should take a lively interest, Skinner, 
in seeing you and Clinton working hard. But I must be going, 
it is near time for us to parade. Come across to my tent at 
nine o’clock this evening. I cannot ask you to dinner—that 
must be deferred until we get home again—but we can smoke 
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a pipe and talk over old days; and I can give you a glass of 
good brandy and water, which is a change from the commis- 
sariat rum. I managed to smuggle up half a dozen bottles.” 

Edgar was much disturbed by the story he had heard so 
unexpectedly from the sergeant. He regretted now that he 
had acted so hastily. Certainly the story put a completely new 
complexion on the case, and his chance of being Captain Clin- 
ton’s son was just the same as it had ever been. He wondered 
whether his father and mother—for so in his thoughts he 
always named them—had doubted the truth of this woman’s 
statement to him, or whether they had believed it as he had 
done, and had put him out of their hearts as one with whom 
they had nothing to do, and who had been already too long 
imposed upon them. But he felt that this was an unjust view, 
and that however they might now be confident that Rupert 
was their son and heir they still cherished an affection towards 
him. ‘ However,” he said, “this will make no difference to 
me. The die is cast, and I cannot go back now. Still I shall 
be happier than I was before. Then I considered that I had 
been an impostor who had received affection and care and kind- 
ness to which I had no shadow of right. Now I know that 
this is not so, and that it is just as likely that I am their son 
as it is that Rupert is; and I stay away for my own choice, and 
because, having made them believe that Rupert was their son, 
I am not going to disturb and make them unhappy again by 
showing them that this was a mistake, and that everything is 
as unsettled as before. 

“T told them that they would never hear of me until I had 
made my own way, and I shall stick to that. Who would 
have thought of meeting Rupert here? It has been a great 
piece of luck for him getting out here as General Stewart's 
aide-de-camp, but I know the general is a friend of my father, 
and that accounts for it. Perhaps this sergeant is my father. 
I did not seem to mind the thought before. I did not even 


know whether he was alive, and never really faced it; and yet, 
(650 ) M 
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if Sergeant Bowen is to be my father, he is as good as another. 
He seems a fine fellow, and has had no hand in this fraud. 
I ought, indeed, to think myself lucky; for he is steady and 
respectable, a good soldier, and I can see liked by the officers 
as well as the men. It was eoneu that he should have taken 
a fancy to me, 

“Still it does go against the grain, though I can see he has 
no intention of claiming me openly as his son. If he had, I 
think I should have kicked against it; but as it is, I am sure 
we shall be very good friends,” 

After drill was over next morning, and the camels had been 
seen to and the men dismissed, Sergeant Bowen came up to 
him— 

“Let us take another turn together, lad. I have been 
thinking a lot,” he went on when they were beyond the lines, 
“of our talk yesterday. Now, lad, you have been brought up 
as a gentleman, and to consider yourself as Captain Clinton’s 
son; remember, I don’t want you to think that I expect you 
to make any change about that. I have done nothing for you 
as a father; and whether I am your father or not you do not 
owe me anything, and I want to tell you again that I don’t 
expect in the least that because it is possible you are my son 
you should regard me in the light of your father. 

“T can understand that after all your life looking at the 
captain as your father, and after he and his wife being every- 
thing to you, you would find it mighty hard to regard me in 
that way. I don’t expect it, and I don’t want it. If he is not 
your father by blood, he is your father in right of bringing you 
up and caring for you and educating you, and it is quite right 
and quite proper that you should always regard him so. You 
can look upon me, lad, just as a foster-father—as the hus- 
band of the woman who was for a time your nurse, and who 
would gladly repair the wrongs he did to you. I just say this, 
lad, to make things straight between us. I want us to be 
friends. J am an old soldier, and you a young one. We are 
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comrades in this expedition. We have taken to each other, 
and would do each other a good turn if we had achance. I 
don’t want more than that, lad, and I don’t expect you to give 
more. If I can lend you a helping hand on or off duty, you 
know I shall do so. So let us shake hands on it, and agree to let 
the matter drop altogether until this campaign is over. Then 
we will talk over together what had best be done. A few 
months longer of this life will do you no harm, and you will 
make all the better officer for having had two or three years in 
the ranks. But I will say at once that I think that you are 
wrong, now you know how the matter stands, in not writing at 
once to the captain and letting him know the truth. Still there 
is no harm in its standing over for the present. You must go 
through the expedition as you are now, and they would be no 
easier for knowing that you are exposed to danger out here 
than they are at present when they know nothing of your 
whereabouts.” 

Edgar shook the sergeant heartily by the hand, and the 
bargain was sealed. 

Every day troops kept on arriving, and by the 27th of 
December there were already at Korti a considerable portion 
of the Sussex, the Duke of Cornwall’s Light Infantry, the 
Essex, Gordon Highlanders, Black Watch, and Staffordshire, 
all of whom had come up in the whale-boats; a large number 
of the commissariat, transport, hospital, and engineer train in 
native boats; the whole of the Guards’ Camel Corps, and the 
greater portion of the Heavy and Light Camel Corps, a hundred 
men of the Marines, who were provided with camels, and ap- 
pointed to form part of the Guards’ Camel Corps, two squad- 
rons of the 19th Hussars, and the Mounted Infantry. 

In the few days that had passed since the troops to which 
Edgar was attached had arrived at Korti the change in the 
appearance of the place was great. The grove of palm-trees 
still stood near the bend of the river, but the green fields 
of grass and the broad patches of growing crops had been 
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either levelled or trampled down, and the neighbourhood of 
the camp presented the appearance of the sandy wastes of 
Aldershot. 

On the evening of that day Skinner rushed into Easton’s 
tent. 

“T have just seen Clinton,” he said, “and the rumours are 
going to be fulfilled at last. They did not inspect our water- 
skins, arms, and accoutrements for nothing to-day. We are to 
start on the 30th across the desert. There is no secret about it, 
or of course Clinton wouldn’t have told me. There are to be 
our regiment, a squadron of Hussars, the Mounted Infantry, and 
Engineers. We are to take with us baggage-camels and the 
camels of the heavy and light regiments. We are going to 
Gakdul, about a hundred miles off. There all the stores are to be 
left, and the camels and Mounted Infantry to come back here. 
We are to remain to guard the stores. As soon as the camels 
return here, the Heavies are to take their own beasts, and, 
with the Mounted Infantry, escort every baggage animal that 
can be got up here, when we shall all go on together. Sir 
Herbert Stewart commands.” 

“What about baggage?” Easton asked, after expressing his 
deep satisfaction that the advance was about to begin. 

“Only what we can carry ourselves on our camels, and the 
weight is limited to forty pounds, which is abundant even for 
sybarites like you guardsmen. A quarter of that would be 
amply sufficient for me. A couple of blankets, a waterproof 
sheet, half a dozen flannel shirts, ditto socks, pair of slippers, 
and a spare karkee suit; sponge, tooth-brush, and a comb, 
What can anyone want more?” 

“‘T should like to take my waterproof bath,” Easton said. 

‘‘Pooh! nonsense, man! Where are you going to get your 
water from?” 

“There is water at Gakdul, and there will be plenty when 
we get to Metemmeh,” Easton said. 

“Well, I will grant that,” Skinner said; “but anyhow you 
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can manage very well as we do. Make a hole in the sand and 
put your waterproof sheet into it, and there you have got as 
good a bath as anyone can want. What is the use of lumber- 
ing yourself up with things you do not want? Much better 
take those three bottles of brandy you have got left and a 
couple of pounds of tobacco. That is the utmost allowance I 
should give. The camels will have to go a long time without 
water, and the less you put on their backs the better. You 
know what a difference a few pounds makes to a horse; and I 
suppose it must be the same thing with them.” 

At three o'clock on the afternoon of the 30th the force 
intended for the desert march paraded, and after marching 
past Lord Wolseley moved off in solid formation, thirty camels 
abreast. The total force consisted of 73 officers, 1212 men and 
natives, and 2091 camels. The whole camp had turned out to 
see the departure of the column, and Edgar, with his helmet 
pressed down low over his eyes, watched Rupert as he rode 
after Sir Herbert Stewart, and Easton and Skinner with the 
Guards Camel Corps, The Heavies had been much disappointed 
at not forming part of the first advance, and especially at their 
camels being taken for baggage animals; but they consoled 
themselves by the fact that the native spies all reported that 
there were no bodies of the enemy between Korti and Gakdul, 
and it was not likely therefore that there would be any fighting 
until the whole force moved forward together from Gakdul to 
Metemmeh. 

In front of the column were half a dozen natives on camels. 
These acted as the guides of the party. They had been ex- 
tremely unwilling to go, and it was only when the general 
offered them the alternative of going willingly and receiving 
good pay for their work, or being lashed to their camels and 
forced to go without any pay whatever, that they elected the 
first. The Hussars scouted in front of the column, riding far 
ahead and scouring the country in search of lurking foes. Two 
hours after starting there was a halt, fires were lighted from 
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the dry grass and mimosa bushes, and tea was made and served 
out. By this time it was five o'clock, and the sun had set. 
In an hour or two the moon, which was nearly full, rose, and 
afforded ample light for the journey. 

For a time the silence of the desert was broken by the 
laughter and talk of the men, but as the time went on the 
sounds were hushed as sleepiness fell upon them. Short halts 
were of frequent occurrence, as the baggage animals in the 
rear lagged behind, or their loads slipped, and had to be re- 
adjusted. Then a trumpet was sounded by the rear-guard, and 
it was repeated by the trumpeters along the column, and all 
came to a halt until the trumpet in the rear told that the camels 
there were ready to advance again. So the march continued 
throughout the whole night. 

The ground was of hard sand or gravel, with round smooth 
hills of dark stone rising from it. Near the hills the ground 
was covered with low mimosa bushes and long yellow grass, 
and in some places the mimosa trees rose to a length of ten or 
twelve feet. At five o'clock day broke, and at half-past eight 
the column halted at a spot where there were a good many 
trees. Here they dismounted, breakfasted, and slept for some 
hours. At three in the afternoon they started again, and at 
half-past eight arrived at the first wells, those of Hambok; but 
as they were found to contain very little water, the march was 
continued to the E] Howeiyat Wells, thirteen miles further. 
Before they got there the watches told that midnight had ar- 
rived, and the commencement of the new year was hailed with 
a burst of cheering, and singing broke out all along the line, 
and was continued for an hour, until they reached the wells. 

There was but little water here, but the men carried theirs 
in skins. The horses of the 19th Hussars received a bucketful 
apiece, which exhausted the supply of the wells. At six 
o'clock in the morning they again advanced, and after a rest of 
three hours at mid-day continued their way until] midnight, 
when a light being seen at a distance the column was halted, 
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and the Hussars went out and captured a caravan loaded with 
dates for the use of the Mahdi troops. It was not until eight 
o'clock in the morning that the weary troops and animals 
reached the wells of Gakdul. 


CHAPTER XI. 


ABU KLEA 


HERE on earth are the wells?” Skinner said to the 
officer who was riding next to him; and a similar 
question was asked by scores of others. 

They had advanced through a narrow pass, and were now in a 
small flat surrounded apparently on all sides by hills) However, 
as Major Kitchener, the head of the intelligence department, 
and the native guides were there, every one supposed it was all 
right, and set to work to unload the camels. It was not such 
easy work as usual, for the ground was strewn with large stones, 
upon which the camels objected strongly to kneel. For a time 
there was a prodigious din—the camels grumbling and com- 
plaining, the natives screaming, the soldiers laughing, shouting, 
and using strong language. At last the loads were all off, the 
stores piled, and the din quieted down. 

‘Where on earth is this water, Skinner?” Easton asked as 
the two young officers met after the work was done. 

“TI cannot make out, Easton. I hope it is not far, for my 
water-skin has leaked itself empty and my throat is like a 
furnace.” 

“T have some water in mine,” Easton said, “but it tastes of 
leather so strongly that it is next to undrinkable. Oh, here is 
Clinton. Where is the water, Clinton?” 

“By that rock at the end of the valley. I am just going to 
have a look at it. Can you come?” 
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“Yes; there is nothing to do here at present.” 

They hurried towards the rock that Clinton pointed out, and 
when they reached it they still saw no signs of water, but on 
going round it burst into a shout of delight. Before them lay 
a pool some sixty feet wide by a hundred long. The rocks rose 
precipitously on each side; it was evident that the water was 
deep. 

“‘There are two more pools further up,” an officer who had 
got there before them said. 

“Let us climb up and have a look,” Clinton said; and with 
some difficulty they climbed up to the top of the rock. Going 
along for some little distance they looked down. Eighty feet 
below them lay two beautiful pools. They were evidently 
very deep, for at the edge the water was green, but nearly 
black in the centre of the pools. 

“This is something like,” Skinner said. “There is no fear 
of running short of water. Come on, let us clamber down and 
get a drink. Look there, at the rows of camels coming along 
to the lower pool. I suppose that will be kept for them, and 
that we shall get our water from these.” 

With a good deal of difficulty they got down, but were un- 
able to reach the edge. However they tied a string round one 
of their water-bottles, and soon brought it up full. The water 
was deliciously clear and cool, the high rock completely shelter- 
ing the pools from the heat of the sun. They indulged in 
several long draughts before their thirst was satisfied. 

‘‘T shall never say anything against water again,” Skinner 
remarked. ‘I have always allowed its utility for washing pur- 
poses, but have considered it a distinct failure as a drink. I 
recant, While consilering that at home beer is good enough 
for me, I am prepared to maintain that, in the middle of the 
Bayuda Desert, clear cold water and plenty of it is good enough 
for anyone. But how in the world are we going to get at this 
water? Oh, here come the Engineers; they are going to do it 
somehow.” 
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A party of Engineers arrived with some pumps and a hundred 
yards of hose. 

“‘ How are you going to take it down?” 

“We are going to lead the hose right through the lower 
pool, letting it lie at the bottom. That is the only way we 
can do it. There is no way of fixing it against that wall of 
rocks,” 

The pumps were fixed in a very short time and the hose laid, 
and in less than an hour the stream of pure water was being 
poured into a large trough placed near the lower pool, and from 
this the cooks of the various companies filled their kettles and 
boilers. 

Some of the men, in spite of their long and fatiguing jour- 
ney, had followed the example of the young officers and filled 
their water-bottles as they had done, but the majority had 
thrown themselves on the ground and were fast asleep a few 
minutes after the work of unloading the camels had been 
completed. For hours the work of watering the camels went 
on, slowly at first, as only a few could drink at a time, but 
more rapidly when large troughs were erected, at which thirty 
could be watered at once. 

As soon as dinner was over the Guards set to work to erect 
two forts that the Engineers had already marked out. One 
of these was at the mouth of the pass leading into the little 
valley, the other was placed just above the pools. The baggage 
was piled close to the wells. By evening the work was well 
advanced, and at eight o'clock the Mounted Infantry and the 
whole of the camels started on their return journey, leaving 
the Guards, with fifteen Engineers and six Hussars, to hold 
the wells and guard the great pile of stores that had been 
brought up. As soon as work was over there was a general 
movement to the wells, and there were few who did not indulge 
in the luxury of a bathe in the lower pool. 

Rupert Clinton returned with the column to Korti, as General 
Stewart went back with them to bring out the main body of 
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troops. It was calculated that ten days must elapse before 
these would arrive at Gakdul, and the Guards and Marines set 
to work in earnest the next morning to get things into order. 
The work was very heavy, but as the men had plenty to eat 
and no lack of excellent water they did not mind it, congratulat- 
ing themselves heartily upon the fact that they had not to make 
the long and wearisome journey to Korti and back. 

In the course of the ten days the walls of the forts rose to a 
height of over five feet—a very laborious piece of work, for one 
fort measured twenty yards by twenty-three; the other thirty 
yards by fifteen, and the stones had all to be picked up and 
carried considerable distances, or loosened out of the solid rock 
by aid of the six pickaxes and four crowbars that were alone 
available. 

In addition to this the site of a camp was marked out, roads 
were formed by clearing away the stones, and paths made up 
to the forts and picket stations. The outpost duty was very 
severe, two officers and sixty-five men being always on duty, as 
it was possible that at any time, night or day, an attack might 
be made. 

“This is awful!” Easton said to Skinner, as, sitting down on 
the ground, he mournfully contemplated his boots; ‘‘ these boots 
that I relied upon to last me through the campaign are hope- 
lessly done for.” 

“They do look bad,” Skinner agreed, ‘‘but no worse than 
mine, or in fact than any one else’s. These rocks are awful. 
If Nature had scattered ten million knives broadcast about this 
valley they could not have been more destructive to boots than 
these rocks. I used to think that, although the camels were well 
enough for taking up the baggage or as a means of conveyance 
for men, they were a mistake, and that it would be much 
pleasanter to march than to sit upon these wearisome beasts; 
but my opinion has been changed by our experience here. If 
we had to march many miles over such a country as this the 
whole force would be barefooted. I had a frightful job of it 
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last night. I went the rounds with the field-officer, and how it 
was I didn’t break my neck I cannot imagine. I had a dozen 
tremendous croppers down the rocks. The lantern went out 
the first time, and got smashed the second. The major seemed 
to think that it was my duty to have kept it alight whatever 
happened to myself, and was as savage as a bear. We lost our 
way a dozen times, and once came up to a picket on the wrong 
side, and deuced near got potted.” 

*‘T know all about it,” Easton said. ‘I did it three nights 
ago, and have no skin at present on my knees or my elbows 
or my hips, and mighty little on my back. I went down one 
place fifty or sixty feet deep head-foremost, bumping from 
rock to rock, and it flashed through my mind as I did so what 
an ass I was to be going through all this when I might be com- 
fortably in bed at home. They don’t tell one of these things,” 
he said plaintively, “when they talk of the advantages of the 
army.” 

“Bosh!” Skinner said wrathfully. ‘I don’t suppose you 
were a bit more hurt than you would be in a good close rally 
at football. It is a thousand times better after all than moon- 
ing about Windsor, or being mewed on board a ship at Suakim. 
However, I shall be precious glad when the others arrive, and 
we have done with this fatigue work. The men’s hands are 
pretty well cut to pieces getting up and carrying those sharp 
rocks, and I am heartily tired of acting as a sort of amateur 
mason.” 

On the 11th of January a convoy of a thousand camels with 
stores and ammunition arrived, and the next day the troops 
were delighted at seeing the main body approaching. In addi- 
tion to the Mounted Infantry and Heavy Camel Corps, 400 men 
of the Sussex Regiment came up on the camels. They were 
intended to garrison the forts and protect the wells when the 
rest of the force moved forward, but a hundred of them were 
to go forward with the troops. With the new-comers were 
30 sailors with a Gardner gun, 30 men of the Royal Artillery 
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with three 7-pounder guns, 45 of the Medical and Commissariat 
Staff, and 120 native drivers for the baggage camels. As the 
Heavy Camel Regiment numbered 380 and the Guards 367, the 
Mounted Infantry 360, and there were 90 men of the 19th 
Hussars and 100 of the Sussex, the total force which was to 
advance was about 1500 men, 90 horses, and 2200 camels. 

All the men with the exception of the natives, who were on 
foot, were mounted on camels, the Hussars of course excepted, 
as they rode sturdy little Egyptian horses, which, although 
little larger than ponies, were capable of enduring an amount 
of fatigue, hardship, and privation, that would in the course of 
a few days have rendered English horses useless. 

Those who had left Gakdul but ten days before were aston- 
ished at the change which the labours of the Guards’ Camel 
Corps had effected in it, and great commendation was given 
them by the general for the zeal with which they had worked. 

Large as was the number of animals to be watered, the work 
was conducted with far greater speed and ease than had been 
the case on their former arrival. The arrangements were all 
excellent, and in a comparatively short time the whole were 
watered and fed. The troops, however, were dismayed at the 
change which had come over the camels. These animals are 
capable of enduring great fatigue and scarcity of water and food, 
but the authorities had acted as if there were no limits what- 
ever to those powers, and for a fortnight the camels had been 
kept at work with only three or four hours’ rest out of each 
twenty-four, with a very scanty supply of food, and a sufficient 
allowance of water but twice, namely, at Gakdul and Korti. 
The natural result had followed: the animals were weak and 
exhausted, the majority were suffering from sore backs, some 
had already succumbed, others were absolutely incapable of 
further work until they had had a rest. In this respect none 
of the three corps had any advantage over the other, as the 
camels had all performed the three journeys. 

“If we are only going to Metemmeh, and are to halt there 
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until the boats come round, the poor beasts will have time to 
recover before we want them again,” Easton said to Skinner as 
they were looking ruefully at the condition of the camels who 
had carried them so well ten days before; “but they certainly 
won't be fit to advance for some time. I am afraid, Skinner, 
that they must have very bad news from Khartoum, and that 
every day is of extreme importance. If the matter hadn’t 
been most urgent they would never have ruined the whole 
of our transport as they have done in this way. If the camels 
had had a couple of days’ rest here before starting to go back 
again, and four or five days’ good feeding at Korti before they 
started up again, it would have made all the difference in the 
world to them. A camel is not a steam-engine, that can take 
in fuel and water and be off again an hour after it comes in 
from a journey.” 

“‘T don’t like these night marches,” Skinner said. “I consider 
them to be a mistake altogether.” 

“So do I, Skinner. It was bad enough when we had the 
moon, but it will be ten times worse now. As to the heat, that 
is all rot. We travelled in the daytime coming up by the banks 
of the Nile, and it is cooler now than it was then. It is all 
very well for men to march at night if they have no animals or 
baggage-train with them, but it is a different thing altogether 
on such an expedition as this, To begin with, the delays from 
falling behind and readjusting baggage are far greater at night 
than at day; there is much greater difficulty in keeping the 
column together; the men are in a state of drowsiness the whole 
time, if they were marching they would keep awake, but sitting 
on the camels there is nothing to rouse them. Then when they 
get in camp the heat of the day has just begun, and what with 
that and the flies it is next to impossible to sleep. What sleep 
they get does not refresh them. I quite dread this march on 
to Metemmeh. However, it has got to be done; but certainly 
I should not mind it half so much if we were going to travel 
by daylight.” 
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It was soon known that there was to be no delay at Gakdul, 
and orders were issued that the start was to be made on the 
13th; the intervening day being devoted to seeing to the arms 
and ammunition, issuing stores, and replenishing the water 
supply. The water-skins were extremely defective, leaking 
freely, the only exception being the india-rubber bags with 
which the sailors had been supplied. Every effort was made 
during the halt to sew up holes and stop leaks, but with poor 
success, Each man carried on his camel one of these skins in 
addition to his water-bottle. Strict orders were given that 
upon the march he was to rely upon the latter alone; the supply 
in the skins being for general purposes, such as cooking and 
making tea. 

During the halt Edgar applied himself steadily to the work 
of repairing the water-skins. The camp of the Heavies joined 
that of the Guards, and he felt that his danger of being recog- 
nized by Easton or Skinner was great; but sitting with a 
group of others sewing, with his face shaded by his helmet, the 
risk was very much less than if standing up or moving about 
the camp. At two o'clock in the afternoon the force paraded 
and moved off in columns of companies The Heavy Camel 
Corps led, the Guards followed, the baggage and stores were in 
the centre, and the Mounted Infantry in the rear. 

Many of the camels had ‘to be left behind, and those that 
remained were only sufficient to carry the absolutely necessary 
stores, the rations for the men, and a quantity of corn that 
would suffice but to give two feeds of eight pounds each to the 
animals, who were, therefore, obliged to depend almost entirely 
on such sustenance as they could pluck from the mimosa shrubs 
and the dry yellow grass. The men carried a hundred and 
seventy rounds each. There were a hundred rounds per gun 
for the artillery, but only a thousand rounds were brought for 
the Gardner gun, a quantity sufficient but for five minutes’ work 
when in action. 

The journey was over a gravelly plain, and the halt was 
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made at six o’clock in the evening. Fires were lit of the shrubs 
and dry grass; the camels were unloaded and fed, and were 
ranged in such order that in case of attack the troops could 
form square at the angles of the mass, and thus support each 
other and protect the convoy. 

At three in the morning the trumpets and bugles sounded. 
The fires were soon blazing again, and at half-past four break- 
fast had been eaten, the camels loaded, and the column on its 
march again. At ten o'clock there was a halt for two hours 
for dinner and a short rest; and it was not until just as they 
were going to start that the rear-guard arrived, having been de- 
layed by the breaking down of numbers of the camels, many 
of which had fallen dead as they walked, while others inca- 
pable of movement had to be left behind to take their chance 
of recovering sufficiently to browse upon the bushes and make 
their way back to the wells. As the loads of those that fell 
had to be distributed among their already exhausted companions 
the prospect was far from cheerful. 

Starting at twelve, the column passed a conical hill known 
as Gebel El Nur an hour later, and entered a broad valley 
covered with grass and trees twenty feet high, and where, 
doubtless, water could be obtained had the force been provided 
with little Abyssinian pumps, At five o'clock the column halted, 
and as the ground was sandy passed a more comfortable night 
than the one before. Every one was in good spirits. The men 
found the journeys by day far less fatiguing than those at night, 
and were able to obtain refreshing sleep in the cool night air. 

Before daybreak they again started over a gravelly plain, hop- 
ing to reach the wells of Abu Klea that evening. They halted 
at eleven in a valley flanked by hills, The track, according to 
the maps, lay over a steep hill in front and then along a pass 
between two hills, the wells lying some three miles beyond the 
pass. Dinner was cooked, and as soon as they had finished 
their meal the Hussars started for the wells, as their horses had 
had no water since leaving Gakdul. The rest of the force were 
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stretched upon the ground taking it quietly when two of the 
Hussars returned at full gallop with a message to the general, 
and the order was immediately issued for the men to fall in and 
for the officers to examine their arms and ammunition. Then 
the news spread through the force that the enemy had been 
discovered in large numbers upon the hill, and were evidently 
prepared to bar the way to the wells. . 

The change effected by the news was wonderful. It had 
been generally supposed that Metemmeh would be reached with- 
out fighting, all the spies agreeing in saying that there was 
no force of the enemy near the line of march. In a moment 
fatigue and thirst were forgotten, and the quiet was exchanged 
for bustle and animation. Men laughed and joked with each 
other in the highest spirits, and all prepared for the fray with the 
most absolute confidence as to the result. As the troops fell in 
the general with his staff galloped ahead to some rising ground, 
and with their field-glasses reconnoitred the hills surrounding 
the pass, upon which numbers of white-robed Arabs could be 
made out. 

The Hussars speedily reported that there was a considerable 
force in the pass below. With the fighting men in front and 
the baggage behind, the troops moved slowly forward up the 
hill in front, and finally took up their position on a piece of flat 
ground whence they could see down the pass by which the Arabs 
expected the advance would be made. On the side of the hills 
commanding it they had thrown up small stone walls from which 
to fire. On the hilltops out of range large numbers of Arabs 
could be seen in constant motion, gesticulating and waving 
their arms. It was now four oclock in the afternoon, and 
the general decided that as the real force of the enemy was 
unknown it would be imprudent to attempt to force the passage 
with only an hour and a half of daylight before him, conse- 
quently a halt for the night was ordered. 

A strong detachment of Mounted Infantry and sailors with 
their Gardner ascended a hill on the other side of the pass and 
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set to work to build a small fort and mount the gun there. A 
company from each of the camel regiments extended to cover 
the front. The camels were all made to kneel, their legs being 
lashed at the knee so that they could not rise. This done, the 
whole of the troops were set to work to build a wall. There 
were, however, but few laose stones lying about, and though 
officers and men alike worked hard the wall in front was but two 
feet high when the sun went down. A hedge of thorny bushes 
and wire was raised to protect the flanks as much as possible. 

As twilight fell a number of the enemy took possession of 
the top of a hill some twelve hundred yards away on the right 
and opened fire, to which the three guns of the artillery 
replied with shrapnel-shell. The guns ceased firing when 
darkness came on, but the enemy kept up an occasional fire 
all night. A drink of lime-juice and water was served out to 
all the men, who then lay down, with their arms in readiness 
to repel an attack, by the little wall. All night the enemy 
kept on beating tom-toms and occasionally yelling, approaching 
at times comparatively close to the position. Knowing, how- 
ever, that the sentries were out in front, the men for the most 
part slept quietly in spite of the noise and firing. As the 
Arabs could fire only at random but two men were hit during 
the night. 

In the morning it was found that the number of the enemy 
on the hilltops had largely increased during the night, and 
the bullets now flew incessantly round and over the inclosure. 
Lying under such shelter as the wall afforded, the men eat 
their breakfast of the tinned meat and biscuits they carried 
in their haversacks. 

“TI must admit, Skinner,” Easton said to his comrade, who 
had come across from his own company to have a chat with 
him, “that this is more unpleasant than I had expected. 
This lying here listening to the angry hiss of the bullets is 
certainly trying; at least I own that I feel it so.” 

“It is nasty,” Skinner agreed. ‘I sha’n’t mind it as soon as 
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we go at the beggars, but this doing nothing is, as you say, 
trying. I wish they would make up their minds and come 
out to us, or if they cannot get up their pluck enough to do it, 
that we should sally out and attack them.” 

“You may be sure we shall before long, Skinner. They know 
well enough that we cannot stop here, but must move on to the 
water sooner or later; and knowing that, they would be fools 
if they were to give up their strong position to attack us here. 
At any rate I would rather be lying behind this wall than 
moving about as the general and his staff are doing. Major 
Dickson has just been shot through the knee, I hear. There! 
Look! there is another officer down. I wonder who heis. I 
do hope they won’t pot Clinton.” 

A few minutes later an officer passing by told them that 
Major Gough of the Mounted Infantry had been knocked sense- 
less by a bullet which had grazed his forehead, and that an 
officer of the artillery had been hit in the back. 

“What do you think of it, sergeant?” Edgar asked, as he 
and Sergeant Bowen were eating their breakfast together 
under shelter of the wall. 

“JT think that it is going to be a hot job, lad. If they had 
attacked us out in the plain we should have made short work 
of them, but it is a different thing altogether among these 
hills, The beggars can run three feet to our one, and if we 
were to climb one of these hills to attack them, they would be 
on the top of the next before we got there. I see nothing for 
it but to move straight for the wells, and let them do their 
worst as we go. It would be all right if we hadn’t this tre- 
mendous train of camels; but if they come pouring down while 
we are on the march we shall have difficulty in protecting 
them all.” 

“I wish Rupert were lying here with us,” Edgar said, look- 
ing anxiously at his brother, whose figure he could perceive 
among those near the general. “It is horrid lying here in 
safety while he is exposed to their bullets.” 
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* We must all take our chances,” the sergeant said. “ Maybe 
presently you will be in more danger than he is.” 

Half an hour later orders were issued that the men were to 
prepare for action, and it became known among the officers 
that the general had determined to leave a small garrison 
to protect the baggage and camels in the zareba, and to push 
forward with the rest of the force and capture the wells, 
and then send back and fetch in the camels and baggage. 
But the movement was delayed until ten o'clock in hopes that 
the enemy would attack. As they did not do so, orders were 
given, and the square formed up. The Guards’ Camel Corps 
formed half the front of the square, and the right flank. The 
Mounted Infantry filled up the other half of the front, and 
half the left flank. The rest of the left flank and the rear 
were formed by the Heavy Camel Corps and the Naval Brigade; 
the hundred men of the Sussex taking the right rear corner 
between them and the Guards, while the Naval Brigade with 
their Gardner gun were in the centre of the rear line, between 
the troop of the 4th and 5th Dragoon Guards and that of the 
Ist and 2d Life Guards and Blues. 

In the centre behind the fighting line were two guns of the 
Royal Artillery, the other having been left in the zareba, while 
the centre of the square was filled with camels carrying water, 
ammunition, and cacolets or swinging beds for the carriage 
of the wounded. 

The instant the square was formed and moved out the fire 
of the enemy redoubled. Swarms of natives appeared on the 
top of the hills, moving parallel with the advance of the square. 
The march was taken in slow time to allow the guns and 
camels to keep up. The ground was extremely difficult and 
broken, deep water-ruts and rocky hillocks having to be 
crossed, and the whole very undulating and broken. 

Men fell fast, and frequent halts had to be made to enable 
the doctors to attend to the wounded, and place them in the 
cacolets. The front face and sides of the square advanced in 
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fair order, but there was much confusion in the rear face, 
caused by the lagging camels. Skirmishers were thrown out 
on either side, and these did their best to keep down the fire 
of the enemy. For an hour the square proceeded, and had 
nearly emerged from the pass on to the plain beyond, when a 
number of green and white flags were seen at some distance 
on the left front. As the firing had principally come from the 
right, and as it was from that side that an attack was expected, 
there was considerable curiosity as to the meaning of these 
seemingly deserted flags; and a small party were about to go 
out to investigate them, when a great number of other flags 
suddenly appeared at the same spot, and a moment later a 
vast mass of Arabs who had been concealed in a gulley sprang 
to their feet. (See plan on page 138.) 

They were about five hundred yards distant from the square, 
which was at the moment halted at the foot of a stony knoll. 
It was moved at once on to the rising ground, and the skir- 
mishers were called in. The Arabs with wild yells moved 
across the left front, disappeared for a minute behind some 
rocks and high grass, and then reappeared close to the left 
rear, when they wheeled into line, and with wild yells charged 
down upon the square. So quick were their movements that 
tlie skirmishers had hardly time to reach the square, and one 
man was overtaken and speared before he reached it. 

Several of the exhausted camels with their loads of wounded 
had been left outside, lying down at the foot of the slope 
when the square moved up it. Their native drivers rushed 
into shelter, and the wounded would have fallen into the 
hands of the enemy had not an officer of the Guards’ Camel 
Corps and several privates of the Heavies rushed out, seized 
the camels, and by main force dragged them into the square. 
In the square itself there was a din of voices, the officers 
shouting to the men to stand steady and reserve their fire 
until the skirmishers, who were between them and the enemy, 
had run in. The instant they had done this a roar of mus- 
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ketry broke out from the left and rear faces of the square, at 
first in volleys, then in independent fire as fast as the men 
could load; but though scores of the enemy fell, their rush was 
not checked for a moment, and with wild yells they fell upon 
the left corner of the square. 

The men were but two deep, and were unable to stand the 
pressure of the mass of the enemy, and in a moment the rear 
face of the square was driven in, and a hand-to-hand fight was 
going on between the soldiers, mixed up with the struggling 
camels and the Arabs. All order was for a time lost; the 
voices of the officers were drowned by the din of musketry, 
the yells of the Arabs, and the shouts of the men. Each man 
fought for himself; but their bayonets were no match for the 
long spears of the Arabs, and they were pressed back until the 
throng of camels pushed hard against the Guards in front of 
the square. 

The rear ranks of the Mounted Infantry on the left and the 
Marines on the right were faced round, and opened a terrible 
fire into the crowded mass of natives, while the Heavies with 
bayonets and clubbed muskets fought singly, man to man, 
with their foes. The combat did not last long. Mowed down 
by the fire on both flanks the assailants withered away, and 
it was not long before silence succeeded the terrible din of 
battle. In the interior of the square the last Arab of those 
who had pierced the square had fallen, and the fire of the out- 
side faces of the square had prevented them from receiving 
any reinforcement from their friends, and these now fell back 
sullenly before the leaden hail. As soon as they had done so 
there was time to investigate what had taken place in the 
centre of the square. 

A terrible sight presented itself. The ground was strewn 
with bodies of the natives, mingled with those of men of the 
corps that had formed the rear face of the square, the 4th and 
5th Dragoon Guards, Naval Brigade, 1st and 2d Life Guards, 
and the Sussex. Among them lay camels which had been 


198 A TERRIBLE SCENE. 


hamstrung or speared by the natives, broken cacolets, and 
water tanks and skins, medical stores, and a confusion of 
articles of all kinds, 

Although forced back by the sheer weight of the native 
attack, the Heavies had never been completely broken up. 
They maintained their resistance to the end, jammed up as 
they were against and among the camels, and thus enabled the 
men on the two sides of the square to concentrate their fire 
on the Arabs. 

A loud cheer had broken from the square as the enemy 
retreated, and they were prepared to resist another onslaught; 
for only a portion of their foes had yet been engaged with them. 
However, the enemy contented themselves with keeping up 
a distant fire from the hills, and then, doubtless as the news 
spread how terrible had been the loss of those who had charged 
the square, they gradually drew off and all became quiet. The 
square now moved off from the rocky knoll upon which they 
were crowded, and the work of seeing who had fallen and of 
assisting the wounded began. No less than nine officers had 
been killed and nine wounded, the greater portion of them 
belonging to the Heavy Camel Regiment. Two officers of 
the Naval Brigade were also among the killed. Eighty of the 
rank and file were killed, and upwards of a hundred wounded. 
Among the whites lay hundreds of dead Arabs, while arms of 
all sorts—spears, javelins, muskets, clubs, hatchets, swords, 
and knives, banners and banner-staffs—were everywhere scat- 
tered thickly. 

Among the killed were Colonel . Burnaby, Majors Gough, 
Carmichael, and Atherton, Captain Darley, and Lieutenants 
Law and Wolfe—all belonging to the Heavies. 

To the survivors of those corps who had formed the rear face 
of the square, the scene they had gone through seemed a wild 
and confused dream. Sergeant Bowen and Edgar had been 
among those who rushed out and hauled in the camels with 
the wounded just before the Arabs came up. As they got them 
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inside the ranks the roar of fire broke out and they fell into 
their places. ‘Independent firing!” the officer shouted as the 
first volley had been discharged, but scarcely had the roll of 
musketry begun than through the smoke a dense mass of 
black figures appeared. A storm of spears and javelins were 
poured in upon them, and in an instant there was a crash as 
club, spear, and sword struck the muskets, and then the Heavies 
were hurled back. 

Edgar scarce knew what had happened, but the instant the 
square was broken Sergeant Bowen threw himself beside him. 

“Steady, lad, steady,” he said, “don’t throw away a shot; 
load and stand ready to shoot the first man who falls on you. 
That is good!” he said as Edgar shot a tall Arab who was 
rushing at him with uplifted spear; “load again. Now it is 
my turn,” and he brought down a man; and so firing alter- 
nately, sometimes defending themselves with their bayonets, but 
always keeping together, they fell back. Once Edgar stumbled 
and fell over the body of one of his comrades, but the sergeant 
seized him by the shoulder and jerked him on to his feet again, 
and the next moment ran an Arab through who was rushing 
at them with uplifted hatchet. When they were back among 
the crowd of camels the fighting became more even. Stubbornly 
the men made a stand here, for the natives could no longer 
attack them except in front, while the roar of fire from the 
troops on the flanks told with terrible effect upon the Arabs. 

“Thank God that is over!” the sergeant said as the fight 
ended. “Are you badly hurt, lad?” 

“Tam not hurt at all,” Edgar said. 

The sergeant pointed to Edgar's left arm. The latter uttered 
an exclamation of surprise. He had bayoneted an Arab in 
the act of striking at him, and in the wild excitement had for 
the moment been unconscious that the blow of the native had 
taken effect. It had missed his shoulder, but had cut a deep 
gash in the arm, almost severing a strip of flesh down to the 
elbow. 
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“‘T had not the least idea I had been touched,” he said. ‘1 
don’t think there is any great harm done; the principal arteries 
are on the other side of the arm.” 

“We must stop the bleeding, anyhow,” the sergeant said. 
“TI will soon find a bandage. There are sure to be plenty about, 
for the surgeons were at work when they broke in.” 

He was not long in finding one, and then assisting Edgar 
off with his coat he bandaged up his arm. 

“You have got a wound on the side, sergeant!” Edgar 
exclaimed suddenly. 

“Tt is of no consequence, lad. A fellow threw a spear at me. 
I tried to dodge it, but was not quite quick enough, and it has 
grazed my side.” 

“It is more than a graze—it looks like a deep cut. Just undo 
your belt.” 

“Well, give me your handkerchief. I will roll that and 
mine into a pad and shove it in, and put a bandage tightly 
round my waist to keep it there. That will do for the present. 

“That will do nicely,” he said as Edgar fastened the ban- 
dage round him. ‘ Now we shall both do very well until the 
surgeons have time to tie us up properly. I am afraid they 
will have serious cases enough to last them all night. Now, 
what is the next move, I wonder? I am horribly thirsty.” 

“So am I,” Edgar agreed. 

“ Are you both wounded?” an officer asked, coming up with 
two men carrying a water-skin. ; 

“Yes, sir, but not seriously; but we are awfully thirsty.” 

“Then you can have a drink of water,” the officer said. 
‘There is little enough of it, and it is kept strictly for the 
wounded.” 

Many of the men standing near looked on with envious 
eyes, for all were suffering horribly from thirst. Several 
fainted, and the men’s lips were black and swollen, and in 
some cases the tongue swelled so that the mouth could not be 
closed. The 19th were out searching for the wells, but for 
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a long while their search was in vain. The general was about 
to give the word to retire to the zareba where there was a little 
water still left, when the Hussars fortunately hit upon the wells. 
The wounded who were unable to walk were at once carried 
there, and the troops followed and halted near them, and in 
a short time the thirst of all was satisfied. Although the 
water was not to be compared with that at Gakdul, being 
found in shallow pools one or two feet deep, and stirred up by 
the Arabs till it was almost of the consistency of thin cream, 
nevertheless it was water, and was enjoyable indeed. 


CHAPTER XIL 
METEMMEH. 


S soon as the thirst of the men was satisfied the troops 
formed up for the night on some rising ground near the 
wells, where it was probable that the natives might renew their 
attack. Volunteers were called for, and three hundred men from 
the various corps started to march back to the zareba to bring 
in the baggage before daylight. It was a heavy duty after such 
a day's work, but those who remained behind had reason almost 
to envy those engaged in active work, for the night was terribly 
cold. The men had left everything behind as they advanced 
prepared for action, and had no blankets, and nothing but their 
shirts and their suits of thin serge to protect them from the 
cold. 

The surgeons were at work all night attending to the wounded. 
No alarm was given by the outposts during the night, and as 
when morning broke there were no signs of the enemy, the men 
were allowed to fall out. A herd of lean cattle left by the 
Arabs was discovered not far off, and the Hussars went out in 
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pursuit of them; the tired horses were, however, no match in 
point of speed for the cattle, but a few of them were shot, cut 
up, and a supply of fresh meat for the day secured, At seven 
o’clock the baggage train came up. The camels were quickly 
unloaded, and the men set to work to prepare breakfast, 
having had nothing to eat since the meal they had taken 
the previous morning under fire in the zareba. 

During the day the dead were buried, the arms left by the 
natives collected and destroyed, and a stone inclosure com- 
menced near the wells, for here the wounded were to remain 
under the protection of a small force of the Sussex. Both 
Edgar and the sergeant protested that they were perfectly 
capable of continuing the march, and were permitted to take 
their place in the ranks again. At four o’clock the force 
formed up, and half an hour later set out. It was given out 
that the march would be a short one and they would presently 
halt for the night, but as the hours went on it became evident 
that the general had determined to keep straight on for the 
river, a distance of twenty-six miles from the wells. 

It was known that there was a considerable force of the 
enemy at Metemmeh, and as this would be augmented by the 
addition of the thousands of Arabs who had been engaged 
on the previous day, it was probable that, were the enemy 
aware of the advance of the force, a battle even more serious 
and desperate than the first would have to be fought before 
reaching the Nile. The object of the night march, then, was 
to reach the river before they were aware that the column 
had started from the wells. The Nile once gained, and a 
supply of water ensured, the force would be able to withstand 
any attack made on it. Nevertheless it would have been 
far better to have risked another battle m the open than to 
have made a night march across an unknown country. 

The guides differed among themselves as to the route to be 
pursued, and more than once the column marched in a com- 
plete circle, the advance guard coming up to the rear. Thick 
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groves of mimosa were passed through, causing the greatest 
confusion among the baggage animals. Great numbers of 
these lay down to die, unable to proceed a step further, and the 
transport of all kinds got mixed up together in the most utter 
confusion. The men, who had had but little sleep for two 
nights, were unable to keep awake on their camels, and in their 
passage through the bushes many of the animals straggled 
away from the main body. 

Sergeant Bowen had managed to place Edgar next to him- 
self upon the plea that being wounded he wanted to keep his 
eye upon him. Being both weakened by loss of blood, they 
were less able to resist the pressure of sleep than the others, 
and when their animals got separated in the passage through 
the mimosa grove from the main body, and stopped to crop 
the leaves, they were unconscious of what had happened until 
Edgar woke with a start as one of the boughs his camel had 
pushed aside struck him smartly in the face. His exclamation 
roused the sergeant. ‘ Hullo! what has happened?” 

“T don’t know what has happened,” Edgar said. “But it 
seems to me that we are alone here. We must both have 
been asleep, and these brutes must have separated from the 
column.” 

“This is a pretty mess, this is!” the sergeant said. “I 
cannot hear anything of them, and there was row enough in 
the rear with the baggage to be heard miles away. What on 
on earth are we to do, lad?” 

“Well, we were marching nearly south. The Southern Cross 
was almost dead ahead of us. We had better steer by that, 
and go on ahead until morning.” 

The camels were at once set in motion, and for hours they 
plodded on. All desire for sleep had been completely dissi- 
pated by the excitement of the situation, and they talked in 
low tones as to what they were to do if they could make out 
no signs of the column when day broke. They agreed that 
their only plan was to keep on until they got to the river, and 
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that when they arrived there they would water the camels and 
give them a feed, and after a rest start on foot along the bank 
one way or the other until they found the column.” 

‘“‘ There is safe to be a lot of firing,” the sergeant said; “for 
even if the Arabs don’t discover the force in the morning be- 
fore they get to the river, they are certain to turn out to attack 
them as soon as they get there. Judging by the pace we were 
going, and the constant halts for the baggage to come up, there 
is very little chance of the column getting to the river before 
daylight; and as we have nothing to delay us, I expect we shall 
be there before they are.” 

“In one respect that will be all the better,” Edgar said; 
“for as soon as the natives make out the column they will be 
swarming all over the country to look for stragglers, whereas 
if we are ahead of them we may get through to the river with- 
out being noticed. I don’t think that it will be very long 
before morning breaks, and, do you know, sergeant, I think 
our camels are going faster than they were.” 

“TI think so too, lad. That looks as if we were getting near 
the water, and they smell it.” 

Just as the first signs of daybreak were apparent in the east 
the character of the country changed, and they could make out 
clumps of trees, and, as the light grew brighter, cultivated 
ground. Ten minutes later they both gave a shout of joy as 
on mounting a slight ascent the river lay before them. A few 
minutes later they were on its bank. The camels rushing 
down put their noses into the water; their riders slipped from 
their backs regardless of the fact that the water was knee- 
deep, and wading back to the shore threw themselves down 
by the edge, and took long draughts of the clear water. Then 
throwing off their clothes they rushed in and indulged in a 
bathe. 

The camels, after filling themselves nearly to bursting, lay 
down in the stream until the sergeant and Edgar went out and 
compelled them to return to shore, when they set to work 
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cropping the long grass that grew abundantly there, while 
their riders sat down and made a meal from the contents of 
their haversacks, 

‘Well, at any rate,” the sergeant said, ‘“‘ we can do nothing 
just at present. The troops may be within a mile, and they 
may be ten miles off; there is no saying. There is nothing for 
us to do but to wait until we hear something of them. If we 
do not hear anything of them we shall know that they either 
have not struck the river, or have struck it so far off that we 
cannot hear the guns, In that case my opinion is that we may 
as well rest here for to-day. Before we move I think it will 
be decidedly better to take the saddles off the camels and 
hide them in the bushes, and then move away some distance 
and hide up ourselves. This is evidently a cultivated country, 
and if there are any natives about they will be sure to see 
the camels, so we had better not be near them. There is no 
fear of the animals straying; they will be eating and drinking 
all day.” 

The saddles were accordingly removed from the camels’ 
backs and hidden; the two men went back a few hundred 
yards from the river and lay down amongst some bushes, 
Edgar was just dropping off to sleep, when the sergeant 
exclaimed, “ Listen! they are at it.” 

Edgar at once roused himself, and distinctly heard the boom 
of a distant gun. 

“That is one of the seven-pounders,” the sergeant said; 
“and I think I can hear the sound of musketry, but I am not 
sure about that.” 

Presently, however, the wind brought down distinctly the 
sound of dropping shots. 

“Skirmishing, lad! I suppose the enemy are hovering about 
them, but haven’t come to close quarters yet.” 

“Jt is horrible being here instead of with them!” Edgar 
exclaimed as he rose to his feet. 

“It is no use thinking of moving, lad; they are four or five 
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miles away certainly, and as the Arabs are probably all round 
them, there wouldn’t be the slightest chance of our joining 
them. There is nothing to do but to wait here. The sound 
comes from inland, so it is certain they have not got to the 
river yet. As far as I can judge it is pretty nearly behind us, 
so when they lick those fellows they are likely to come down 
on the river somewhere near this point. They will be down 
before evening. You may be sure they had not got water 
enough to last them through the day, so they must move for- 
ward however many of the natives may be in their way. It is 
not like the last business; then they were on us almost before 
we knew they were coming, but in this flat country we shall 
have plenty of warning; and I will bet a year’s pay they don’t 
get up to our square again. I think, lad, I will get you to 
set my bandages right again.” 

Edgar uttered an exclamation of alarm. There was a large 
dark patch on the sergeant’s trousers. In dressing after their 
bathe the bandages had shifted a little, and the bleeding had 
recommenced. It was evident at once to Edgar that a great 
deal of blood had been lost, for Sergeant Bowen lay faint and 
exhausted upon the ground. Unknown to himself the action 
of the camel had set the wound off bleeding during the night, 
and although he had said nothing to Edgar about it, he had 
with difficulty walked up from the river to their hiding-place. 
Edgar ran down to the river with the two water-bottles; when 
he returned he found his companion insensible. He unbuttoned 
his tunic and got at the wound, from which blood was still 
flowing. He washed it, made a plug of wet linen, and with 
some difficulty bandaged it tightly. After some time the 
sergeant opened his eyes. 

“Don’t try to move,” Edgar said. “I have staunched and 
bandaged the wound, and you will be better soon.” 

‘“‘It is a bad job, lad; just at present when we want to be 
up and doing.” 

‘There is nothing to do at present, sergeant. We have 
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only to wait quietly until our fellows come down to the river, 
and then I will soon get you assistance.” 

**Do you hear the firing still?” 

“It is just as it was,” Edgar replied, after listening atten- 
tively for a minute. 

‘‘ Then I expect they have formed another zareba, as they did 
at Abu Klea, and that they will leave the camels there and 
march straight down to the river.” 

“TI will steal up to the edge of the desert, if you don’t mind 
being left alone a bit. I shall be able to judge then how far 
they are off.” 

“Do so, lad; I am all right here. But do not be too long 
away or I shall be anxious.” 

Edgar made his way a quarter of a mile back. Some culti- 
vated fields stretched before him, and beyond them the rolling 
hillocks of the desert. He could see men on horseback and 
foot moving about, and looking to the right saw about half a 
mile distant a place of some extent, which was, he felt sure, 
Metemmeh. Numbers of men were pouring out from the town. 
The firing was not straight ahead, but somewhat to the left. 
“If they attack Metemmeh at once we shall be all right,” he 
said to himself. ‘If they march straight down to the river 
we shall be all right still. We shall only have to move along 
to them. It is lucky we did not strike the river above the 
town, for it would have been next to impossible to get round 
to them without being observed.” 

He went back to his companion, and told him what he had 
seen. 

“There is evidently going to be another tough fight before 
they get down to the water,” the sergeant said. “It is very 
hard our being cut off here, Not that I should be good for 
any fighting if I were with them.” 

“T have no great desire to be in another fight like the last,” 
Edgar said. “One go at that sort of thing is quite enough for 
me.” 
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The hours passed slowly. The sergeant slept a good deal, 
and anxious as Edgar was he too several times dozed off. 
Presently he exclaimed, “The fire is become much heavier, 
sergeant; and it is nearer too. Listen!” 

“It is the Arabs, lad,” the sergeant said, raising himself on 
his elbow. “It is heavy, but it is nothing like the roll of 
musketry you hear when our fellows begin. But, as you say, 
it is much nearer; the column, or part of it, is on its march 
towards the river.” 

Five minutes later a dull continuous rattle came to their 
ears. 

“They are at it now. They have stopped!” he said a minute 
later when the roar suddenly ceased. ‘What has happened 
now, I wonder? Ah! there they are again, That is more like 
it—steady and even.” 

The musketry came in sudden crashes. ‘“ Volleys!” the ser- 
geant said. ‘They are near them.” 

For three or four minutes the sounds continued, and then 
there was silence. 

“They have beaten them off,” the sergeant said. ‘They 
didn’t let them get near them this time, I expect. If they had 
there would have been independent firing. As long as you 
hear volleys you may be sure our fellows are not pressed.” 

Beyond an occasional shot the firing had ceased. 

“ How far do you think they are away now, sergeant?” 

“If they were four miles before I don’t think they are more 
than two now, and a good bit more away to the left. They 
are making to the river, so as to establish themselves there 
before they tackle Metemmeh.” 

“Then in half an hour they will be down on the river,” 
Edgar said. ‘I will wait that time, and then start and get a 
party to bring you in.” 

“You had better wait until to-morrow morning, lad. We 
can do very well until then. I may be able to crawl by that 
time. Anyhow, they will have their hands full this afternoon. 
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They will have to make a zareba by the river, attend to the 
wounded, and perhaps send back a force to bring in the camels 
and baggage, who were no doubt left behind at the spot where 
they were firing this morning. There is grub enough in the 
haversacks to last us until to-morrow, and plenty of water for 
the fetching.” 

“ Just as you think best, sergeant. My shoulder is smarting 
a good deal, and IJ shall be all the better for a few more hours’ 
rest myself. It will soon be getting dusk, so I will go down 
and get another supply of water at once, and then we can do a 
good twelve hours’ sleep without fear of being called up for out- 
post duty. We have got three or four nights’ sleep to make up.” 

It was broad daylight before they awoke. The sergeant got 
on to his feet, but it was evident to Edgar that he was alto- 
gether unfit for walking. 

“Shall I saddle your camel for you, sergeant?” 

‘‘No, lad; I will stay where I am. Like enough the Arabs 
will be swarming about just within gun-shot of our camp. 
They are obstinate beggars, and do not know when they are 
fairly beaten. If I were as active as you are we might manage 
to get through on foot, but a man on a camel would be sure 
to be seen. Be very careful, lad, how you go. Remember, if 
you are seen you are lost; for these fellows could run you down 
to a certainty, and your only chance is to get through without 
being noticed.” 

“T don’t like leaving you, sergeant.” 

“But you must leave me, lad. We have no food to speak 
of left, and it will be just as dangerous to-morrow or next day 
as it is to-day. Besides, your duty is with the corps. Every 
musket may be needed, and the sooner you go the sooner I 
shall be fetched in.” 

‘Very well, then, I will start at once,” Edgar said. 

He first went down to the river, filled the two water-bottles 
and placed them both by the sergeant’s side, and emptied what 
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The hours passed slowly. The sergeant slept a good deal, 
and anxious as Edgar was he too several times dozed off. 
Presently he exclaimed, “The fire is become much heavier, 
sergeant; and it is nearer too. Listen!” 

“Tt is the Arabs, lad,” the sergeant said, raising himself on 
his elbow. “It is heavy, but it is nothing like the roll of 
musketry you hear when our fellows begin. But, as you say, 
it is much nearer; the column, or part of it, is on its march 
towards the river.” 

Five minutes later a dull continuous rattle came to their 
ears, 

“They are at it now. They have stopped!” he said a minute 
later when the roar suddenly ceased. ‘ What has happened 
now, I wonder? Ah! there they are again, That is more like 
it—steady and even.” 

The musketry came in sudden crashes. ‘“ Volleys!” the ser- 
geant said. ‘They are near them.” 

For three or four minutes the sounds continued, and then 
there was silence. 

“They have beaten them off,” the sergeant said. ‘They 
didn’t let them get near them this time, I expect. If they had 
there would have been independent firing. As long as you 
hear volleys you may be sure our fellows are not pressed.” 

Beyond an occasional shot the firing had ceased. 

“ How far do you think they are away now, sergeant?” 

“If they were four miles before I don’t think they are more 
than two now, and a good bit more away to the left. They 
are making to the river, so as to establish themselves there 
before they tackle Metemmeh.” 

“Then in half an hour they will be down on the river,” 
Edgar said. ‘I will wait that time, and then start and get a 
party to bring you in.” 

“You had better wait until to-morrow morning, lad. We 
can do very well until then. I may be able to crawl by that 
time. Anyhow, they will have their hands full this afternoon. 
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They will have to make a zareba by the river, attend to the 
wounded, and perhaps send back a force to bring in the camels 
and baggage, who were no doubt left behind at the spot where 
they were firing this morning. There is grub enough in the 
haversacks to last us until to-morrow, and plenty of water for 
the fetching.” 

“ Just as you think best, sergeant. My shoulder is smarting 
a good deal, and I shall be all the better for a few more hours’ 
rest myself. It will soon be getting dusk, so I will go down 
and get another supply of water at once, and then we can do a 
good twelve hours’ sleep without fear of being called up for out- 
post duty. We have got three or four nights’ sleep to make up.” 

It was broad daylight before they awoke. The sergeant got 
on to his feet, but it was evident to Edgar that he was alto- 
gether unfit for walking. 

“Shall I saddle your camel for you, sergeant}” 

‘“‘No, lad; I will stay where I am. Like enough the Arabs 
will be swarming about just within gun-shot of our camp. 
They are obstinate beggars, and do not know when they are 
fairly beaten. If I were as active as you are we might manage 
to get through on foot, but a man on a camel would be sure 
to be seen. Be very careful, lad, how you go. Remember, if 
you are seen you are lost; for these fellows could run you down 
to a certainty, and your only chance is to get through without 
being noticed.” 

“T don’t like leaving you, sergeant.” 

“But you must leave me, lad. We have no food to speak 
of left, and it will be just as dangerous to-morrow or next day 
as it is to-day. Besides, your duty is with the corps. Every 
musket may be needed, and the sooner you go the sooner I 
shall be fetched in.” 

‘Very well, then, I will start at once,” Edgar said. 

He first went down to the river, filled the two water-bottles 
and placed them both by the sergeant’s side, and emptied what 
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“ Now you will do for a couple of days if anything should 
occur to prevent them from sending out.” 

‘“T shall do very well, lad. It is not of myself I shall be 
thinking, but of you. The gladdest sound that ever fell on my 
ears will be the tramp of infantry, for then I shall know that 
you have got safely through. Good-bye, lad, and God bless 
you!” 

Edgar wrung the sergeant’s hand, and, unable to trust him- 
self to speak, turned and started through the wood. He had 
not gone very far when he found that the grove was by no 
means a large one, for the trees opened before him. He bore 
to his left, hoping that they would extend along the river 
bank; but it was not so. The grove was isolated, and a large 
patch of cultivated land stretched down to the river. Half a 
mile further there was another grove; but whether this was 
more extensive than that in which he now was he had no means 
of telling. Standing at the edge of the trees he could see 
several figures on horseback moving about, and saw at once 
that they were natives. 

“The Hussars will want two or three days’ rest, I expect,” 
he said, “before their horses are fit to go out and drive these 
fellows into the town. Well, here goes!” and he descended the 
bank of the river, which was now low, and kept along under 
its shelter until he reached the next grove. 

It seemed so much safer where he was than it would be 
above that he determined to keep under shelter of the bank 
until he reached the camp. He had gone a hundred yards 
farther when there was a sudden exclamation on the bank 
above him, and almost at the same instant a spear struck his 
helmet from his head. He turned round and brought his rifle 
to his shoulder, but in a moment the Arab on the bank was 
joined by a score of others, who with loud yells rushed down 
upon him. 

He saw that to fire was to ensure his death, and that resis- 
tance was worse than useless. He therefore threw down his 
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gun and held up his arms. The Arabs rushed upon him in a 
body with uplifted spears and swords, but on an order sharply 
given by one who seemed to be their leader they lowered these. 
Edgar was, however, knocked down, kicked, and beaten, then 
some cords were placed round his body and arms, and he felt 
himself lifted up and carried away. 

He was thrown down again in the wood, and an animated and, 
as it seemed to him, angry discussion was carried on some time. 
He had picked up a good many Arabic words, but not enough to 
enable him to understand the discussion; but he had no doubt 
that the subject of dispute was whether he should be killed at 
once or carried away prisoner. As after a time he was lifted 
up, the cords round his legs taken off, and he was hurried 
along with many curses and an occasional sharp prick with a 
spear, he judged that those in favour of sparing his life for the 
present had won the day. 

His own prospects seemed desperate, but for the time he was 
more concerned at the thought that the man who was perhaps 
his father was lying helpless in the wood vainly expecting his 
return. But he did not consider his case altogether hopeless. 
As soon as the troops were all assembled on the river bank they 
would be sure to move forward against Metemmeh; and even if 
they did not pass through the wood the sergeant might gain 
sufficient strength to reach its edge, get sight of them, and join 
them. Unless one or other of these alternatives took place, he 
was lost. As to himself, he could not blame himself for the 
misfortune that had befallen him. He had taken what seemed 
by far the safest course, and had it not been for the accident 
that one of the Arabs had been standing at the moment at the 
edge of the river, he would have got through safely. 

His captors had evidently no fear of being attacked. Pro- 
bably the column that had gone out to fetch in the baggage 
had not yet returned, and the small force left at the zareba on 
the river bank would certainly not undertake any offensive 
operation until it came back. He was sorry now that he had 
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not persisted in his own opinion and remained with the ser- 
geant, as in another day or two some scouting party might 
have passed near the grove in which they were concealed. 
However, it might have made no difference. The Arabs were 
evidently swarming about the country, and parties would be 
likely to occupy that wood just as they occupied the one nearer 
to the English camp. 

As they approached the village the Arabs raised shouts of 
triumph, and a crowd gathered as they entered the street, 
gesticulating and screaming so furiously that Edgar thought 
he would be torn to pieces. However, his captors forced their 
way through the crowd, turned off from the street, and entered 
a court-yard, in the centre of which stood a house of larger 
size than the majority of those that composed the town. Edgar’s 
legs were again tied, and he was thrown into an outhouse, 
where he lay for hours. He could hear almost continuous talk- 
ing in the house, and the voices occasionally rose into angry 
altercation. 

He was surprised that he had not been killed as he entered 
the place, for the Arabs, if they fought with the same courage 
as those engaged at Abu Klea, must have suffered very heavily 
before they fell back, and the friends and relatives of those who 
had fallen would be thirsting for vengeance upon any European 
who fell into their power. Then he considered that it was 
probable that the people of Metemmeh itself, who lived by the 
passage of caravans and the river traffic, would at heart be 
as much opposed to the Mahdi as were those of Khartoum and 
other cities. 

The force with which the British had fought at Abu Klea 
was composed partly of the Mahdi’s regular followers, partly 
of wild tribesmen, animated alike by Mahommedan fanaticism 
and the hope of plunder; and although these might unite in 
an attack against Christians, they had little love for each 
other. The band into whose hands he had fallen might be towns- 
people, but more probably were members of some tribe that 
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had been summoned to arrest the progress of the troops going 
up to the relief of Khartoum. 

Now that he was detained a prisoner instead of being at 
once killed, Edgar felt that there was a strong chance for him. 
In a couple of days the force might attack Metemmeh, and in 
that case he might be rescued. It was, however, a place of 
considerable size, and containing at present a very large num- 
ber of fighting men; and after the losses the column had suf- 
fered in the first fight and during its subsequent encounters, 
General Stewart might well hesitate to risk still greater loss 
than he had already suffered by an attack upon the place. 

It was probable that the Mahdi would send down a large 
body of troops from those besieging Khartoum, as soon as he 
heard of the arrival of the small British force on the river, and 
every gun might be necded to maintain the position and repel 
attacks until the arrival of reinforcements across the desert. 

Thus Edgar felt it to be very doubtful whether any attack 
would be made for the present. Of course as soon as reinforce- 
ments arrived, or the boat column came up the river, Metemmeh 
would be captured; but by that time he might be hundreds of 
miles away. The boat column might not get round for six 
weeks, while all reinforcements coming across the desert from 
Korti would have to march, for Edgar felt sure that it would 
be a long time before the camels were in a condition for work 
again. 

It was well that when he filled the two water-bottles for the 
use of the sergeant Edgar had taken a long drink, for no one 
came near him until after dark, and he suffered a good deal 
from thirst, and from the pain caused by the tightness with 
which he was bound. He began to think that he had been 
altogether forgotten, when the door of the outhouse opened 
and two Arabs came in, and seizing him as if he had been a 
package dragged him out into the court-yard. Then he received 
two or three kicks as an intimation that he could sit up; but 
this, roped as he was, he was unable to accomplish, and seeing 
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this the men pulled him against a wall and raised him into a 
sitting position against it. 

A fire was burning in the centre of the court-yard. On some 
cushions in front of it sat a man, whom he recognized as the 
leader of the party who seized him. Other Arabs were squatted 
on the ground or standing round. The chief was past the 
prime of life, but still a powerful and sinewy man. His 
features were not prepossessing; but Edgar, looking round, 
thought that the expression of his face was less savage than 
that of the majority of his followers. 

“ Does the Christian dog speak the language of the Prophet ?” 
he asked. 

“T speak a little Arabic,” Edgar replied, inwardly congratu- 
lating himself upon the trouble he had taken to pick up a little 
of the language during the time he had been in Egypt. 

The answer was evidently satisfactory. The chief bowed his 
head. 

“It is good!” he said. “The Kaffir is henceforth a slave in 
the tents of the Sheik Bakhat of the Jahrin tribe.” 

As he pointed to himself, Edgar understood that his captor 
intended to keep him as his own property, at any rate for the 
present, and bowed his head to signify that he understood. 

‘Why are the English foolish enough to come here?” the 
sheik asked. “They must know that they cannot stand 
against the power of the Mahdi.” 

“They did not come to interfere with the Mahdi, but to 
bring back their countryman Gordon and his friends from 
Khartoum.” 

“They will never reach Khartoum,” the sheik said. ‘Their 
bones will whiten in the desert.” 

Edgar did not reply, partly because his knowledge of Arabic 
was insufficient for a discussion, partly because it was not worth 
while to run the risk of exciting the anger of the chief by 
pointing out that as they had failed to prevent a thousand men 
crossing the desert to Metemmeh, they might similarly fail in 
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preventing a force of seven or eight times that amount march- 
ing up the banks of the river to Khartoum. He therefore 
remained silent. 

‘“‘The Mahdi is invincible,” the sheik went on after a pause. 
‘He will conquer Egypt, and after that will destroy the Kaffirs 
and take their city of Rome, and will capture Constantinople 
if the Turks deny his authority.” 

“The Mahdi is a great man!” Edgar said gravely, although 
with difficulty repressing a smile. “Who can say what may 
happen?” Then seeing that this answer was also considered 
satisfactory he went on: ‘Your slave is hungry and thirsty. 
He has been wounded, and his bonds hurt him greatly. If he 
is to be of use to you, will you order that food and drink be 
given him?” 

The chief nodded, and at a motion of his hand two of his 
followers freed Edgar from his bonds, and a dish containing 
some boiled meal and a jug of water were placed beside him. 
Edgar drank deeply, but was only able to take a few mouthfuls 
of food as he was feverish and in considerable pain; for the 
wound in his arm, which would have been comparatively slight 
had proper attention been paid to it, was inflamed and angry, 
and the arm greatly swollen. 

As no further attention was paid to him he returned to the 
outhouse, took off his karkee tunic, and tearing some strips 
from it, wetted them and laid them on his shoulder. Presently 
the door was closed, and he heard a heap of brushwood thrown 
against it, an effectual way of preventing an attempt to escape, 
for as the door opened outwards the slightest movement would 
cause a rustling of the bushes and arouse the Arabs who were 
sleeping in the court-yard. There was no window. Edgar, 
seeing that escape was out of the question, laid himself down 
and tried to sleep, but the pain of his arm was so great that it 
was some hours before he succeeded in doing so. The next 
morning he was allowed to go out into the yard, and for 
some time no attention was paid to him. Then a considerable 
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hubbub was heard in the town, with much shouting and yelling. 
An Arab ran in at the gate with some news. Edgar could not 
understand his hurried words, but the effect was evident. The 
men seized their arms, and then at the sheik’s order Edgar was 
again securely bound and fastened in the outhouse. 

In the course of an hour he heard firing, first dropping shots 
and then two or three sharp volleys, and knew that the British 
were advancing against the town, and that the Arabs had gone 
out to skirmish with them. Then there was a long pause, and 
he heard the sound of the English field-pieces. He listened for 
musketry, but in vain. 

“Tt is only a reconnaissance,” he said to himself. ‘Those 
little guns would not batter down the mud walls round the 
town without an expense of ammunition that could not be 
afforded. No doubt the troops could take it by storm, but surely 
the general would not risk the heavy loss they would suffer 
before they got in, especially as the place would be of no use 
to them when they took it, and must fall as a matter of course 
when the rest of the force arrives.” 

Such being his opinion, he was but little disappointed when 
the firing ceased, and he knew by the triumphant yells ot the 
Arabs that the British force were retiring. In a short time he 
heard a clamour of voices in the court-yard, and he was pre- 
sently unbound and released. 

‘The Kaffirs did not dare to attack the place,” the Arab said 
exultantly. ‘They have gone back to their camp. In a day 
or two there will be forces here from Khartoum and Berber, 
and then we will destroy or make slaves of them all.” 

Four days later there was a great firing of muskets and tri- 
umphant yelling in the streets. Edgar felt very anxious, fear- 
ing that the expected reinforcements had arrived, and that a 
tremendous attack was about to be made upon the camp. He 
did not believe that it had already taken place, for he felt 
confident that every pains had been taken to strengthen the 
position, and that in whatever numbers the assault might be 
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made it would be repulsed. Presently, however, the sheik 
himself deigned to tell him the cause of the rejoicing. 

‘There is news from Khartoum,” he said. “The city has 
been taken, and the Englishman Gordon and all his followers 
have been killed. The news is certain. It has been brought 
down to us by tribesmen on both sides of the river. I told 
you that the Mahdi was irresistible.” 

The blow was a terrible one to Edgar. In the first place it 
was grievous to think that the expedition had been made in 
vain, and that, owing to those in authority at home delaying 
for months before making up their minds to rescue Gordon, it 
had failed in its object, and that the noblest of Englishmen had 
been left to die, unaided by those who had sent him out. He 
thought of the intense disappointment that would be felt by 
the troops, of the grief that there would be in England when 
the news was known, and then he wondered what would be 
done next. It was evident to him at once that his own position 
was altogether changed. He had before felt confident that 
unless his captors moved away from the town before the arri- 
val of the main body of the expedition he should be rescued, 
but now it seemed altogether uncertain whether the expedition 
would come at all. 

So long as Gordon was alive England was bound to make 
every effort to rescue him; but now that he and his companions 
were dead, and Khartoum had fallen, she might not feel herself 
called upon to attempt the reconquest of the Soudan. It was 
probable, however, that this would be the best, and in the end 
the cheapest way out of the difficulty. Here was a force that 
had at an enormous expense been brought up almost to within 
striking distance of Khartoum, and which could be relied upon 
to make its way thither to defeat the armies of the Mahdi, 
and to recapture Khartoum without any very great difficulty. 
The provisions and stores had all been purchased and brought 
up, and scarce any outlay additional to that already incurred 
would be entailed by the operation. 
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Upon the other hand, to retire now would be to leave the 
whole Soudan in the hands of the Mahdi and his fanatics. It 
would mean the destruction of the settled government estab- 
lished by the Egyptians, and it would expose Egypt to inces- 
sant invasions, which we should be bound to repel. Common 
sense, humanity, and even economy seemed to favour the 
advance of the force to Khartoum. The British people, roused 
to anger by the fate of Gordon, would probably call loudly for 
the vindication of the national honour, and for an act of retri- 
bution on the murderers of Gordon. 

But Edgar felt that another way out of the difficulty might 
present itself to the authorities at home. It was not unlikely 
that the counsels of those who, from the first, had been against 
the expedition would prevail, and that it would retire to Egypt 
without striking another blow. In that case it seemed that 
there was nothing before him but lifelong slavery. Edgar, 
however was at an age when hope is not easily relinquished. 

“T may be a slave a long time,” he said, ‘“‘but sooner or 
later I will escape. I will get to speak the language like a 
native. I am already almost burnt to their colour, and shall 
ere long be able to pass as one of themselves. It is hard 
indeed if after a time I cannot manage to escape, and to make 
my way either back to Egypt or down to the Red Sea, or into 
Abyssinia. If I did not feel sure that I could do either one 
or the other, I would do something that would make them 
kill me at once.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 


ABU KRU. 


ERGEANT Bowen and Edgar were by no means the only 
men who straggled away from the main body during that 
terrible night’s march from the wells of Abu Klea. Many 
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straggled; some managed to rejoin the column in the morning, 
others wandered away and were never heard of again. Morning 
found the exhausted and worn-out men and animals still at a 
distance from the Nile. Some miles away a long line of ver- 
dure showed where the river lay, but the general felt that at 
present the men could do no more, and that a halt for some 
hours was absolutely necessary. Parties of the enemy’s horse 
and foot men could be seen among the sand-hills, and distant 
shots had already been fired. 

The object of the terrible march had failed; it was no longer 
possible to reach the river without fighting again, and to fight 
as they were, encumbered with the baggage train and over- 
powered with fatigue, was but to court disaster. Therefore a 
halt was ordered. To the soldiers the order was unwelcome; 
tired as they were, they would rather, now that the river was 
but some four miles away, have pushed straight on and have 
done with it. But the condition of the animals positively for- 
bade this. A camping ground was chosen on a bare gravelly 
place on the scrub where the ground rose slightly. The work 
of unloading and arranging the camels at once began, but be- 
fore it was concluded a dropping fire was opened by the natives 
from the long grass and bush in the distance. 

The troops were set to work to erect a zareba with the 
saddles, biscuit-boxes, and other stores, while parties of skir- 
mishers endeavoured to keep down the fire of the enemy. This, 
however, was a difficult task, as the natives were entirely con- 
cealed, and the men could only fire at the puffs of smoke aris- 
ing from the grass and bushes. To the Arabs, however, the 
camp presented a clear mark, and the sharp rap of the musket- 
balls as they struck the wall, or the thud with which they 
buried themselves among the crowd of kneeling camels, was 
very frequent. Several men were hit, and soon after nine 
o'clock the report spread through the camp that Sir Herbert 
Stewart had received a very dangerous if not mortal wound. 

The news caused deep sorrow throughout the troops. The 
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general was most popular both with officers and men, and there 
was not one but felt that his loss would be a personal one. 
It was, moreover, most unfortunate for the expedition itself at 
such a moment to be deprived of its leader. Before starting, 
Colonel Burnaby had been designated to assume the command 
in case of any accident happening to the general; but Burnaby 
had fallen at Abu Klea, and it therefore devolved upon Sir 
Charles Wilson, who was accompanying the force solely in a 
diplomatic capacity, and who was to push up the river in one 
of the steamers and communicate with General Gordon as soon 
as the force reached the Nile. 

Soon afterwards orders were given that a ridge of ground 
sixty yards distant on the right front should be occupied, as 
from that point the ground beyond was commanded to a con- 
siderable distance, and the enemy thus prevented from gather- 
ing for a sudden rush from that direction. Skinner and Easton 
were lying down together under cover of the wall when the 
order was given. Skinner was energetically denouncing the 
night march and the present halt. Easton was smiling quietly, 
and occasionally pointing out the difficulties which would have 
ensued had his companion’s view of the matter been adopted. 

“It is beastly lying here doing nothing,” Skinner finally 
grumbled. 

“Well, there is no occasion for you to do so,” Easton said as 
an officer passed along saying that volunteers were required to 
carry boxes to build a small work on the ridge. 

Skinner at once jumped to his feet, ran to the pile of 
biscuit-boxes, seized two of them, swung them on to his 
shoulders and started for the ridge. Easton followed in more 
leisurely fashion, and a number of other officers and men at 
once set about the work. It was not pleasant. As soon as the 
concealed enemy saw what was being done they directed their 
fire upon the party, and the bullets flew fast across the ground 
that had to be passed over. Several men dropped, but the 
work was continued vigorously, and in the course of an hour a 
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small work was raised upon the ridge, and a half-company 
placed there as its garrison. Hour after hour went on, the fire 
of the enemy getting heavier and heavier, the men dropping fast. 

‘Well, Easton, what do you think of it now?” Skinner 
asked. 

“T think it is most annoying,” Easton said. “I cannot think 
why we don’t do something. I suppose the general being hit 
has upset the arrangements. If we are going to move I don’t 
see what advantage there is in putting it off; it isn’t as if we 
were getting any rest here. I hope to goodness we are not 
going to wait here until dark; every hour we stop adds to the 
casualties. I hear two of the special correspondents have been 
killed, Cameron of the Standard and St. Leger Herbert of the 
Post. The camels are being killed in scores. Another four- 
and-twenty hours of this work there won’t be enough men left 
to fight our way down to the river. It has got to be done, and 
we might just as well do it at once.” 

It was not until half-past three that the welcome order was 
given to prepare to move forward. A portion of the Heavy Camel 
Regiment, the Hussars, and Naval Brigade were left behind with 
the three guns to hold the inclosure, while the rest, formed in 
square as at Abu Klea, advanced. 

The camels with the wounded were in the centre. The 
Marines and Grenadiers formed the front of the square, the 
Coldstream and Scots Guards were on the right, the Mounted 
Infantry on the left, the Sussex and the remainder of the 
Heavies in the rear. The fire of the enemy redoubled as the 
square set out on its way. Halting occasionally to fire a few 
volleys at the spots where the enemy’s fire was thickest the 
square made its way gradually onward, keeping as much as 
possible on ridges so as to avoid being surrounded by the 
enemy placed in commanding positions. At last the fire of 
the Arabs suddenly ceased, and a great crowd, several thousand 
strong, headed by many horsemen, charged down upon the 
face and left flank of the square. 
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They were some five hundred yards away, and a cheer broke 
from the British square when it was evident that the long sus- 
pense was over and the supreme moment at hand, Volley after 
volley was fired, and then, seeing that the fire was taking but 
little effect, and knowing that nothing discourages men so 
much as seeing their fire fail to stop the rush of an enemy, Sir 
Charles Wilson ordered the bugle to sound “Cease firing!” 
The order was obeyed; the men stood steady until the enemy 
were within three hundred yards; then the bugle-call ‘“Com- 
mence firing!” sounded, and from the front and left face of 
the square sweeping volleys were poured into the crowded 
mass. 

‘Aim low and fire steadily, men!” was the shout of the 
officers; and so well were they obeyed that the front ranks of 
the Arabs were mown down like grass, For a time they still 
pushed forward, but the fire was too terrible to be withstood; 
and although a few of the leaders arrived within fifty yards of 
the square, their followers hesitated when still at a distance of 
a hundred. Hesitation in the case of a charge is fatal. The 
storm of bullets still tore its way through the mass; the Arabs 
wavered, turned, and were soon in full flight. 

The battle had lasted but a few minutes, but the victory was 
complete, and three hearty cheers broke from the victors. There 
was a halt for a few minutes for the men to fill up their pouches 
from the reserve ammunition and to have a drink of water. 
They then moved forward again, confidently expecting that the 
attack would be renewed; but the Arabs had had enough of it, 
and the square moved on without interruption until, half an 
hour after sunset, they reached the river. The wounded were 
at once carried forward to the water, and then the troops were 
marched up by companies, and each in turn were permitted to 
drink their fill. Then guards were posted, and the exhausted 
troops threw themselves down on the ground. 

The object of their long march was attained, the Nile was 
reached, and thenceforth there would be no further suffering 
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from want of water. The next day communication would be 
opened with Gordon’s steamers, their friends would in the 
morning be fetched in from the zareba, and then there would 
be a long rest until the boat column arrived and the remainder 
of the force from Korti marched across to join them. 

In the morning Easton went across from his own company 
to the Marines. 

“Where is Mr. Skinner?” he asked a sergeant. 

‘*He is down with the wounded at the river, sir. He had 
his left arm broken by a bullet just as we left the zareba. He 
was just in front of me at the time, and I made a shift to 
bandage his arm and tied it up to his body, and then he took 
his place in the ranks again and kept on with them until we 
got here; then when we halted he fainted right off, and we 
carried him down to the hospital camp by the water.” 

Easton at once went down to visit his friend. He was lying 
on a stretcher. 

“Well, Skinner, I am awfully sorry to hear that you got hit. 
How are you feeling, old man?” 

“T cannot say much for myself just at present; it is only 
about half an hour since they finished bandaging me up and 
putting on splints; they just stopped the bleeding last night, 
and then I asked them to leave me alone until this morning. 
They had lots of serious cases to attend to, and mine would 
keep well enough; besides, I was so weak with loss of blood, 
and so really done up, that I felt that I could not stand any 
more then, and I was asleep in a very few minutes. However, 
my am woke me up before daylight, and I was glad enough to 
have it put in proper shape, though it hurt me deucedly, I can 
tell you. However, it is comparatively easy now, and I hope 
I shall be all right by the time the advance begins) What a 
blessing it is having shade and water here!” 

“It is, indeed,” Easton agreed. “Now I must say good-bye, 
for I don’t know what is to be done, and we are sure to be 
under arms directly.” 
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The troops moved off in a few minutes after Easton returned 
to his company, and after carefully examining the ground a 
small village named Abu Kru, a few yards from the river on 
rising ground, entirely deserted by the natives, was selected 
for acamp. The wounded were at once carried up there and 
were left in charge of the Heavies, while the Guards and Mounted 
Infantry started for the zareba, the Sussex being sent out on 
the right to watch Metemmeh and keep the enemy in check 
should they advance against the village. The water-skins and 
camel-tanks were all filled, for but little water had been left at 
the zareba; and the men, although they had scarcely eaten any 
food for the last forty-eight hours, started in good spirits, per- 
fectly ready for another fight should the enemy try to stop 
them. But although large numbers of them gathered on a hill 
near the town they abstained from any attack, and the column 
reached the zareba, where they were received with hearty 
cheers by its little garrison. 

These had not been attacked during their absence, although 
a scattered musketry fire had been kept up upon them until 
dark. To this they replied vigorously, and the guns had done 
good service to the square while on its march by keeping up a 
shell fire upon any bodies of the enemy that could be made 
out on the eminences near it. The garrison had suffered great 
suspense after the square had disappeared from their sight, for 
they could see large bodies of men hurrying in that direction, 
and their anxiety was great when the sudden outburst of 
musketry told them that the square was attacked. What the 
issue of the fight had been they knew not, but their hopes that 
the Arabs had been defeated increased as time went on and 
no attack was made upon themselves, for had the enemy been 
successful they would speedily have poured down to the attack 
of the feebly-defended baggage. 

As soon as the column arrived the work of pulling down the 
walls of boxes and saddles, getting the camels to their feet and 
loading them, began. So many of the camels had been killed 
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that the number surviving was insufficient to carry down the 
stores, therefore the smaller redoubt was left untouched and a 
stronger garrison than before placed in it, and the rest moved 
down to the river. The troops all partook of a hearty meal 
before the start was made. Sir Herbert Stewart and the rest 
of the wounded were taken down in the cacolets with the 
column. 

Rupert Clinton had remained in the zareba when the square 
had marched forward. He had been greatly exhausted by the 
night march and had had a slight sunstroke before the square 
moved out; the doctors had therefore ordered him not to 
accompany it, but to stay at the zareba and assist the general 
and other wounded. 

“You are looking very shaky, Clinton,” Easton said when 
he joined him. 

“T am all right to-day,” he replied; “rather heavy about 
the head; but a bath and a long night’s rest will set me up 
again. Skinner is all right, I hope?” 

“No, I am sorry to say he has got his left arm broken. I 
saw him for a moment before we started. He got hit just after 
he left here, but stuck to his company all through. I asked 
one of the surgeons, and he said that unless fever or anything 
of that sort came on he was likely to go on all right, and that 
he did not think that there was much chance of his losing his 
arm. He has plenty of pluck, Skinner has.” 

“T should think so,” Rupert said. ‘A fellow who could play 
an uphill game of football as he could can be trusted to keep 
his courage up under any circumstances. Do you know what we 
are going todo, Easton? Are we going to attack Metemmeh?” 

‘“‘T have not the least idea. It is a big place, a lot bigger 
than we expected, and there are a tremendous lot of fighting 
men there. It is fortunate they did not all make a rush at us 
together yesterday, although I don’t think it would have made 
any difference. But it would be a very risky thing to attack 
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force. It would be too big to hold if we took it, and we might 
lose two or three hundred men in the attack and street fighting; 
and as it is said that a big force is coming down the river to 
attack us, it would certainly be a risk, and a big one, to lose a lot 
of men in an attack on this place, which we shall be able to take 
without any difficulty as soon as the rest of the force comes up. 
I expect we shall try a reconnaissance. If the Arabs bolt, and 
we find that we can take the place without hard fighting, we 
shall take it; but if they show a determination to stick there 
and defend it to the last I think we shall leave it alone.” 

The column returned to the river without meeting with any 
opposition; but it was evident from the number of Arabs 
who were seen moving about in the direction of Metemmeh that 
the check of the previous day had by no means disheartened 
them, and that they were still in very considerable force in 
and around the town. 

Late at night the orders were issued for the troops to parade 
at half-past four in the morning; and leaving a small force to 
guard Abu Kru, or as it was sometimes called Gubat, the rest of 
the troops marched towards Metemmeh. Two villages deserted 
by the inhabitants were passed, and then a view was obtained 
of the town. Crowds of Arabs were seen outside its walls. 

The officer in command of the company of Grenadiers that 
was marching in extended order in front of the column picked 
out twenty of the best shots and ordered them to elevate their 
sights to two thousand yards and fire five volleys. Great as the 
distance was, the effect was considerable. With the aid of glasses 
two or three of the enemy were seen to fall, and the rest scat- 
tered in all directions and speedily took shelter within the 
walls. The seven-pounders then opened fire, but the shot pro- 
duced little or no result, simply punching holes in the mud 
walls, The troops then moved nearer, marching along the 
southern side to see if any place suitable for an assault could 
be discovered; but everywhere the wall was loopholed, and the 
incessant fire showed that it was strongly manned. 
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A Krupp gun on the walls presently opened fire with so accu- 
rate an aim that the column fell back a short distance. At this 
moment a cheer rose as four steamers were seen coming along 
the river flying the Egyptian flag. They ran towards the shore 
and landed two hundred negro soldiers with some small brass 
guns, These were speedily placed into position beside the seven- 
pounders, and the negro infantry, advancing in skirmishing 
order, opened fire at once. They brought news that Gordon 
was still holding out, and also that three thousand of the enemy 
were on their way down and were but two days’ march away. 

This news decided Sir Chas. Wilson against running the risk 
of materially weakening his force by an assault on the town, and 
the column fell back to Abu Kru. On their way a portion of 
the Guards’ Regiment was told off to search the groves and 
plantations to see that there were no Arabs lurking there. 
Presently they came upon two camels grazing in a@ grove. 
“Search about well, men,” the officer in command said; “ their 
owners may be hidden somewhere close.” 

In a minute or two one of the men called out, ‘“‘ Here are 
two saddles, sir, hidden in the bushes; they are scarlet, and 
belong to one of our regiments.” 

The officers speedily gathered to the spot. ‘They are cer- 
tainly our saddles,” the officer in command said, “ how in the 
world did the camels get here? I suppose they must have 
wandered away during the night march and been picked up 
by some of the Arabs and driven on here.” 

‘But they are riding camels,” one of the others put in; “they 
must have belonged to some of the men who were missing on 
the night march; the poor fellows were killed, no doubt.” 

“They may have ridden them on here,” Easton suggested ; 
“after they got separated from the column the camels may 
have smelt the water and come on here before daylight broke.” 

“That 1s true, Easton. You see one of these saddles has 
blood stains on it; perhaps its rider was wounded. We will 
search the grove thoroughly.” 
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The search was renewed, and in a few minutes a sergeant 
ran up to the group of officers. ‘‘ We have found a man, sir; 
he belongs to the Heavies; he is insensible.” 

The officers hurried to the spot. ‘ Yes, the poor fellow is a 
sergeant of the Heavies. No doubt you were right, Easton. 
You see he has been wounded in the side. He looks in a bad 
way.” 

“There are two water-bottles by him,” Easton said; “one is 
empty and the other is half full,” he added as he took them up 
and shook them. ‘He must have a comrade somewhere.” 

“No doubt he has, Easton; he could scarcely have been in a 
condition when he arrived here to take off the saddles and hide 
them away. What can have become of the other?” The grove 
was searched thoroughly from end to end, but no sign found 
of the missing man. Some boughs were cut down and a rough 
stretcher made, and upon this the sergeant was laid and the 
force then moved on, the camels being saddled and mounted by 
two of the men, and on arriving at the camp the sergeant was 
taken to the hospital. 

As soon as dinner was eaten the men were paraded again. 
A council had been held to decide upon the best course to 
be taken, and it was decided that a fort should be built down 
by the river, and that the whole force should establish itself 
there with the exception of the Guards’ Camel Regiment, 
which should remain at Gubat so as to prevent any body of the 
enemy posting themselves there and keeping up an annoying 
fire upon the fort down by the river. 

Gubat had already been roughly fortified, and the whole 
force was therefore set at work to erect with camel-saddles and 
boxes a defence for the position by the river. When this was 
done the wounded were all carried down to the new fort. After 
the work was over Rupert strolled up through the village to 
have a chat with Easton. As he was sitting there an orderly 
came up. 

“Mr, Clinton, the surgeon has sent me up with two letters 
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that were found inside the jacket of the wounded sergeant who 
was brought in this afternoon. One is directed to you and the 
other to Captain Percy Clinton.” 

‘That is very curious,” Rupert said, taking the letters and 
turning them over in his hand. ‘“ How is the man going on, 
orderly ?” 

“‘ He is insensible still, sir. I believe the doctors say that 
it is fever, and that his wound is not serious. One of the men 
of his regiment who is in the hospital says he got it at Abu 
Klea, and that it was attended to there.” 

“Thank you, orderly, that will do. What in the world can 
the man be writing to me about, and to my father, which is still 
more curious?” 

“JT should say the best way of finding out, Clinton, will be to 
open the letter.” 

“Well, I suppose it will be,” Rupert replied. “Still, it is 
always interesting to guess at a mystery before you find the 
key.” 

“Well, guess away,” Easton said, stretching himself out on 
his back. ‘I never was a good hand at riddles.” 

It was some little time before Rupert, finding himself un- 
able to find any solution whatever to the mystery, opened the 
letter. As he did so he stirred the fire by which they were 
sitting into a fresh blaze. He read a few lines and uttered an 
exclamation of such intense surprise that Easton sat up with 
a start. 

‘What is it, Clinton?” 

“Tt is the most extraordinary thing I ever came across, 
Easton. You know the story about Edgar and myself. Well, 
this wounded sergeant is either his father or mine.” 

“Impossible!” Easton exclaimed; “he did not look much 
above thirty; besides, no soldier of twenty-one years’ service— 
and he must have had fully that—would be out here.” 

Rupert made no reply; he was running his eyes rapidly 
through the letter.” 
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“(Good heavens!” he exclaimed; ‘Edgar is out here; he is 
a trumpeter in the Heavies.” 

“That is news, Rupert. I congratulate you heartily, old 
fellow. You are sure that there is no mistake?” 

‘No; there cannot be any mistake about that,” Rupert said, 
thrusting the letter into his tunic. ‘‘Come along, Easton, let 
us be off. He goes by the name of Ned Smith.” 

“Wait a moment, old man,” Easton said, laying his hand 
kindly on Rupert’s shoulder. ‘‘ Where was the letter written?” 

“At Korti.” 

“Well, Clinton, don’t be too sanguine. You know how 
terribly the Heavies suffered at Abu Klea. Don’t make up your 
mind too warmly to see your brother; he may be among the 
wounded we left behind at Abu Klea; he may—” and he 
stopped. 

“T won't think it,” Rupert said; ‘it would be too hard, after 
our searching for him for all these years, to find out that but 
four or five days since he was in camp with us, and to learn it 
only too late. I won’t think it.” 

“T hope to God that it is nut so, Clinton, only I thought it 
best to prepare you for what may be possible. Which troop 
did he belong to?” 

“The Dragoon troop.” 

Easton was silent, for it was upon this troop that the heaviest 
loss had fallen. 

Well,” Rupert went on, “let us go down and learn the best 
or the worst.” 

They walked down the slope to the new fort by the river, 
and finding out where the Heavies were bivouacked soon dis- 
covered the Dragoons. 

“You go and ask, Easton,” Rupert said nervously; “I dare 
not.” 

Easton went on alone and presently accosted a sergeant. 

“Sergeant, can you tell me whether the trumpeter of your 
troop was wounded at Abu Klea? Is he here now?” 
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“He was wounded at Abu Klea, sir, though not seriously; but 
he is not here now, he was one of those missing on the night 
march, he and Sergeant Bowen. I hear the sergeant was found 
and brought in this morning very bad, but I have heard nothing 
of Smith; but I expect that one of the camels brought in this 
afternoon was his; in fact I know it was, for it has got Smith’s 
number on the saddle. It is likely that they would be together, 
for the sergeant had taken a great fancy to the lad. We all 
liked him. He joined us at Cairo from the Hussars, as our own 
trumpeter was taken ill; he was a general favourite, but Ser- 
geant Bowen took to him specially.” 

“Thank you, sergeant;” and Easton turned and walked 
slowly back to where Rupert was awaiting him. 

“You have bad news, Easton,” Rupert said huskily. “I 
could see it as you stood talking to that man.” 

‘Yes, I have bad news,” Easton said, * but hardly the worst, 
Clinton.” 

“He is badly wounded then,” Rupert groaned. 

“Tam afraid it is worse than that, Clinton; he is missing, 
It was he who was the rider of the second camel that we found 
in the grove this morning. He and the sergeant were both 
missing on the night march, and evidently found their way down 
to the river where we discovered the sergeant. What can have 
become of your brother since I know not. Evidently he left 
his water-bottle by his comrade and went somewhere, probably 
to join us. As ] was saying to you when we were chatting 
about it before you opened that letter, he was probably either 
making his way towards the square on the day of the fight or 
coming towards our camp after we got in, and was seized by the 
Arabs. That was the conclusion at which we all arrived, 
though I had little thought when we were talking it over that 
the missing man was your brother.” 

“Then you think he has been killed?” Rupert said hoarsely. 

“T don’t know that, Clinton. He may have been made a 
prisoner. You see, we have searched the ground between that 
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grove and our camp thoroughly to-day, and had he been killed 
there I think we should certainly have found him. Of course 
it may have happened further out on the plain if he was making 
his way out to join our square; but I should think he would 
never have done that, for the Arabs were swarming all round 
it. Besides, the Hussars were scouting about all over the plains 
this morning, and if they had seen the body of any of our men 
would certainly have reported it. The Arabs in fight never 
show mercy, but if they came upon him by himself they might 
very well have carried him off as a prisoner, especially if he 
made no resistance. You see, they are all slave-dealers at heart; 
besides, they might think that a white prisoner would be an 
acceptable present to the Mahdi. Of course I know no more 
about it than you do, but I should say that the chances are quite 
as great of his being taken prisoner as of his having been killed.” 

“‘Qne is as bad as the other,” Rupert said in a broken voice. 
“This is awful, Easton. I will walk up to your camp again. 
Would you mind seeing the colonel of his regiment or the officer 
of his troop, and find out what you can about him?” 

Easton soon found one of the few surviving officers of Edgar’s 
troop. 

“Can you tell me anything about Trumpeter Smith?” he 
asked. ‘I have reason to believe that he was a relative of a 
friend of mine, and that he ran away and enlisted under a false 
name.” 

‘‘ He bore an excellent character,” the officer said. ‘“‘ He came 
to us from the Hussars at Cairo, and no one could behave better 
than he has done from the time he joined us. They would not 
have sent him to us if he hadn't been a thoroughly well-conducted 
young fellow. I was chatting with one of the officers of his 
regiment on the day we left Cairo; he spoke in very high terms 
of him, and said that he was quite a popular character in the 
regiment. It seems that he was a first-rate cricketer, and 
especially brought himself into notice by some exceedingly 
plucky conduct when two ladies belonging to the regiment were 
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attacked by a couple of tramps at Aldershot; and besides that 
he had greatly distinguished himself at El-Teb, where the 
Hussars got badly mauled. His name was amongst those sent in 
for the Victoria Cross, and he was specially chosen to go with 
us to give him another chance. I never heard a young fellow 
more warmly spoken of. We were awfully sorry when we 
heard that he was missing. There is no doubt he was with 
Sergeant Bowen whom your men brought in this morning. One 
of the two camels was the one he rode. We have been talking 
that over to-day, and the general opinion is that he was caught 
by the Arabs as he was trying to rejoin the regiment. It is a 
thousand pities he did not wait a little longer in that grove, 
but I have no doubt he was anxious to get assistance as soon as 
possible for the sergeant. I intend as soon as we are settled 
here to ask the colonel to let me go out with a party to search 
the plains to see if we can find his body.” 

“Tam more inclined to think that he has been taken prisoner,” 
Easton said; “he would hardly have gone out to meet the 
square, as he must have seen the plains swarming with Arabs 
and that he had no chance whatever of getting through. He 
would have known that we were making for the water, and 
that he would have a far better chance of reaching us by wait- 
ing until we got there. My own idea is that he did wait, and 
that the Arabs came upon him somewhere between that grove 
and our camp; if so, they did not kill him, for if they had done 
so we must have found his body to-day, for we searched every foot 
of the ground. I think that he is a prisoner in their hands.” 

“He had better have been killed at once,” the officer said. 

“T agree with you, except that it is just possible that a slave 
may escape. You see, on our way up to Khartoum if we 
defeat the Mahdi’s troops—which we certainly shall do—all the 
country will no doubt submit, and there would be in the first 
place the chance of his being given up to us, and in the second 
of his escape.” 

“Tt is possible,” the officer agreed, “but I certainly would 
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not build on that. The probability is that if he is taken prisoner 
he will be sent to the Mahdi, and if he isn’t killed at once 
when he gets there, he will be when the Mahdi sees that his 
game is up.” 

Easton nodded, and then, thanking the officer for his infor- 
mation, took his way up to the village, where he repeated to 
Rupert what he had heard. His own voice faltered as he told 
the story, while Rupert sobbed unrestrainedly. When he had 
finished Rupert rose, pressed his hand silently, and then return- 
ing to his own bivouac threw himself down and thought sadly 
for hours over the loss of his brother. 

The next day Rupert was busy from morning until night. A 
portion of the force was employed in strengthening the fortifi- 
cations of the two posts, and a strong body was at work cutting 
wood for the use of the steamer in which Sir Charles Wilson 
was to start next morning for Khartoum. While at work 
they were guarded by another strong party, lest the enemy 
should make a sudden attack. All, however, passed off quietly, 
and on the following morning Sir Charles started with two 
steamers, taking with him twenty men of the Sussex regiment 
and one hundred and fifty of the black troops. On the same 
day three hundred troops selected from the various regiments 
started on camels, with four hundred baggage camels under 
their convoy, for Gakdul, in accordance with the orders given to 
General Stewart by Lord Wolseley at starting, that as soon as 
he had established himself upon the river he was to send back 
a convoy for some more stores. 

The convoy was, however, but a small one, for of over two 
thousand camels which had left Korti, this number alone sur- 
vived, and most of these were in such a state from exhaustion, 
starvation, and sore backs, that they were wholly unfit to 
travel. The force on the river was now reduced to some fifty 
officers and eight hundred and seventy men, including medical 
staff, commissariat, natives of all kinds, and the remainder of 
the black troops and one hundred and twenty wounded. The 
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defences were greatly strengthened, officers and men both 
sharing in the work. 

During the day the Hussars scouted round the camp, fre- 
quently exchanging shots with the enemy. At night strong 
lines of sentries were posted round the forts. No attack was, 
however, made, although the natives sometimes showed in con- 
siderable force during the day, and the beating of tom-toms 
went on day and night round Metemmeh. The hard work 
upon which the troops were engaged kept them for the most 
part in good health, and the wounded did extremely well, the 
doctors themselves being surprised at the rapidity with which 
wounds healed and the men recovered their strength, an effect 
doubtless due to the clear dry air. 

The troops in the village enjoyed better health than those 
down by the river, as they obtained the benefit of the air from 
the desert, while down near the stream heavy dews fell at night 
and there were several slight cases of fever. All looked eagerly 
for the return of the steamers from Khartoum with news how 
things were going on there. As for their own position, no one 
had the slightest anxiety. No news had been received of the 
approach of the three thousand troops which had been reported 
as on their way down against them, and they felt confident in 
their power to repulse any attack that the enemy at Metemmeh 
could make against them. They were, too, in hourly expecta- 
tion of the arrival across the desert of reinforcements from 
Korti. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
A SLAVE 


pe ees Edgar had felt disappointed when the sounds 
of the firing round Metemmeh died away, and he knew 
by the triumphant shouts of the Arabs that the British had 
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retired, he had hardly expected that an attack would be made 
upon the town until reinforcements came up, and he con- 
soled himself with the idea that within a few weeks at the 
utmost the reinforcements would arrive, and that if the Arabs 
remained in the town until that time he would be rescued. Two 
or three days later he heard a great hubbub just after nightfall 
in the streets outside. The Arabs who were in the court-yard 
snatched up their guns, and the din became louder than before. 

Above the uproar Edgar could catch the words, “Death to 
the Kaffir!” and “Send him to the Mahdi!” and guessed that 
his own fate was the subject of dispute. Picking up one of 
the Arab swords he determined at least to sell his life as dearly 
as he could. For an hour his fate trembled in the balance. 
At times there were lulls in the tumult, while a few voices 
only, raised in furious argument, were heard. Then the crowd 
joined in again and the yells became deafening, and every 
moment Edgar expected to hear the clash of weapons, and to 
see the little party to which he belonged driven headlong into 
the house followed by the Mahdi’s men. But he had before 
witnessed many Arab disputes, and knew that however furious 
the words and gestures might be they comparatively seldom 
came to blows, and though greatly relieved he was not alto- 
gether surprised when at last the uproar quieted down, and his 
captors returned into the court-yard and barred the door behind 
them. 

In a short time an argument broke out, almost as furious 
and no less loud than that which had taken place outside. The 
sheik had evidently his own opinion and was determined to 
maintain it. Two or three of his followers sided with him, 
but the rest were evidently opposed to it From the few words 
Edgar could catch in the din he gathered that the sheik was 
determined to carry him off as his own particular slave, while 
the bulk of his followers were in favour of handing him over 
to the Mahdi’s officers. All Arabs are obstinate, but the sheik 
happened to be exceptionally obstinate and determined even for 
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an Arab. Had the Mahdi’s officers recognized his right to the 
captive, and offered him some small present in return for his 
slave, he would probably have handed him over willingly 
enough; but that they should threaten him, and insist on his 
handing over his property, was, he considered, an outrage to 
his dignity and independence. 

Was he, an independent sheik, to be treated as if he were a 
nameless slave, and ordered to surrender his own to the Mahdi 
or anyone else? Never! He would slay the slave and stab 
himself to the heart rather than submit to be thus trampled 
on. If his followers did not like it they were free to leave 
him and to put on white shirts and follow the Mahdi; he 
could do without such men well enough. What would the 
Mahdi do for them? He would send them to be shot down 
by the Kaffirs, as they had been shot down at Abu Klea and 
outside the town, and someone else would possess their wives 
and their camels and their fields. If they liked that they 
could go, and he went to the gate, unbarred and threw it open, 
and pointed to the street. The effect was instantaneous, The 
Arabs had no desire whatever to become soldiers of the Mahdi, 
and they at once changed their tone and assured the sheik that 
they had no idea of opposing his wishes, and that whatever he 
said should be done, pointing out, however, that in the morn- 
ing the Madhists would assuredly come and take the prisoner 
by force. 

The skeik was mollified by their submission, and ordering 
Edgar to close and bar the gate again seated himself by the 
fire. 

“By to-morrow,” he said, “we will be far away. I am 
not a fool; I am not going to fight the Mahdi’s army. As 
soon as the town is still we will make our way down to the 
river, take a boat, and cross. Two days’ journey on foot will 
take us to the village where we sent our camels with the 
plunder and came on here to fight, believing, like fools, that 
the Mahdi was going to eat them up. We have seen what 
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came of that, and they say that there are crowds more of 
them on the way. I am ready to fight; you have all seen 
me fight over and over again, and all men know that 
Sheik El] Bakhat is no coward; but to fight against men who 
fire without stopping is more than I care for. They are Kaffirs, 
but they have done me no harm, and I have no vengeance to 
repay them. Fortunately we did not arrive till an hour after 
the fighting was over, or our bones might be bleaching out 
there in the desert with those of hundreds of others. It is the 
Mahdi’s quarrel and not mine. Let him fight if he wants to, 
I have no objection. Why should I throw away my life in his 
service when even the slave we have captured is not to be my 
own.” 

As these sentiments commended themselves to his followers 
the sheik’s plans were carried out. 

The unfortunate trader and his wife, who had been cowering 
in a little chamber since the sheik and his party had uncere- 
moniously taken possession of the rest of the house, were called 
in and informed that their guests were about to leave them, 
and were ordered to close the gate after them and on no 
account to open it until morning. The party then set to work 
to cook a large supply of cakes for the journey. A little before 
midnight they sallied out, and making their way noiselessly 
through the streets issued out near the river at a point where 
the walls that surrounded the other sides of the town were 
wanting. 

There were several boats moored against the banks, and 
choosing one of them they allowed it to drift quietly down the 
river until some distance below the town, and then getting 
out the oars rowed to the other side of the river and landed 
below the large town of Shendy. They made a wide detour 
to get round the town, travelling at a long swinging trot that 
soon tried Edgar’s wind and muscles to the utmost. He was 
not encumbered by much clothing, as before leaving he had 
been made to strip and to wrap himself up in a native cloth. 
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Before he did so, however, he had been rubbed from head to 
foot with charcoal from the fire, for his captors saw that the 
whiteness of his skin, which greatly surprised them, for his 
face and hands were tanned to a colour as dark as that of many 
of the Arabs, would instantly betray him. 

The perspiration was soon streaming from him at every 
pore, but he well knew that any display of weakness would 
only excite the contempt of his captors, and although he was 
several times well-nigh falling from fatigue he kept on until, 
when many miles away from Metemmeh, the natives slackened 
their pace and broke into a walk.” 

“T thought,” Edgar muttered to himself, “that a good long 
run with the hares and hounds at Cheltenham was pretty hard 
work, but it was nothing to this. This climate does take it out 
of one and no mistake. There is one thing, I have got to get 
accustomed to it, and am not likely to try any other for some 
time.” 

They continued the journey until morning broke, and then 
turned off to the left, and after miles of walking halted among 
some sand-hills outside the zone of cultivated land. Edgar was 
ordered to go and find some fuel, for the morning was cold, 
and even the Arabs felt the keen air after their exertions. 
Edgar at once hurried away, and was fortunate enough to find 
some dried stalks of maize in a field not far off. Pulling it up 
by the roots he collected a large bundle and carried it on his 
shoulder to the point where he had left the Arabs. An ex- 
clamation of satisfaction greeted his arrival. The sheik pro- 
duced a box of matches from a corner of his cloth, for European 
goods were obtainable in Metemmeh, and they had found 
several boxes in the house that they had occupied. A fire was 
soon blazing, and the Arabs squatted closely around it, while 
Edgar, tired out with his journey, threw himself on the ground 
some distance away. 

The sheik was in high spirits; he was, in the first place, glad 
that he had had his way, and carried off his captive; and in 
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the second, he felt assured by the manner in which Edgar had 
kept up with them by the way, and by the speed with which 
he had collected the materials for a fire, that he would turn out 
a very useful slave. Before starting they had partaken of a 
good meal, and each of them had carried off a bag of five or six 
pounds in weight of dry dates from the merchant's store. A 
few of these were eaten, and then the whole party lay down to 
sleep, the sheik first rousing Edgar, and ordering him to lie 
down between him and another Arab, tying a cord from his 
wrists to theirs, so that he could not move without disturbing 
one or other of them. 

A few hours’ rest was taken, and then, with the sun blazing 
overhead, the journey was recommenced. They now kept 
among the sand-hills so as to avoid the villages near the river, 
in case a party should be sent out from Metemmeh in pursuit of 
them. Edgar had difficulty in keeping up with the rest, for 
the hot sand burned his naked feet, and he had to avoid the 
prickly grass through which his companions walked uncon- 
cernedly. They continued their journey until nightfall, and 
then went down to the river for a drink. Edgar had suffered 
greatly from thirst, which he had in vain endeavoured to 
assuage by chewing dry dates. His feet were causing him 
agony, and after satisfying his thirst he sat with them in the 
water until his companions again moved back into the desert. 

Edgar could not obtain a wink of sleep for the pain of his 
feet, and in the morning he showed them to the sheik, who 
only laughed at their raw and swollen condition. As, how- 
ever, he was desirous that his slave should continue in good 
condition, he told him to tear off a strip from his cotton cloth, 
and himself walked down to the river with Edgar. There he 
allowed him to again bathe his feet, and showed him some 
broad smooth leaves which he bade him gather; these were 
placed under his feet, which were then bandaged with the strip 
of cotton. As soon as this was done they returned to the 
party, and again set out. 
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Edgar found the application greatly relieved the pain, and 
as the leaves and bandages kept the feet from contact with the 
sand, he was able to get on fairly. He felt, too, the benefit from 
the drink of water he had obtained from the river, and was 
able to keep up with the party until, late in the afternoon, they 
approached the village where the natives had sent their camels. 

Edgar was left in charge of two of the Arabs half a mile 
from the village when the others went on, the sheik saying that 
in the morning they were to await him half a mile on the other 
side of the village. There was a good deal of grumbling on the 
part of the men who were left with Edgar, and he saw that 
nothing would please them better than to cut his throat; but 
when they looked threatening towards him, he simply laughed, 
knowing that they dare not use their weapons, and that, did 
they venture to strike him with hand or stick, he was a match 
for both of them. 

It was nearly two years now since he had stood up against 
the two tramps at Aldershot, and in that time he had grown 
from a lad to a powerful young fellow, with every muscle 
hardened by exercise. Perhaps the men concluded that the 
experiment was not worth trying, and presently left him to 
himself, and entered into an animated conversation together. 

When it became dark they insisted on tying Edgar’s legs, 
and to this he made no objection, for he understood that here 
they were only obeying the orders of the sheik. A few minutes 
later he was sound asleep, and did not wake once until he was 
roused by the Arabs stirring; they untied his feet, and at once 
started on their way. In less than half an hour they were at 
the spot the sheik had named; in a few minutes he came up 
with six of his men mounted on camels and four spare animals. 
The two Arabs and Edyar mounted three of these, and the 
journey was continued. They struck off from the river and 
journeyed all day among sand-hills, among which they camped 
for the night. They had brought water-skins with them, and 
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They started at daybreak again, and travelling the whole 
day came down at night upon a small village at a short distance 
from the river. Here the sheik had evidently friends, for he 
was warmly greeted as they entered. By the conversation at 
the camp on the previous evening Edgar had gathered that the 
rest of the party had gone off to villages to which they be- 
longed in that neighbourhood, and that those with the sheik 
belonged to the village of Bisagra, near Khartoum, that word 
being frequently repeated. Before entering the village a short 
stay had been made, while some pieces of wood were burned, 
and Edgar was again rubbed over with charcoal. 

When they arrived at the house at which the sheik intended 
to stop, Edgar was directed to follow him, while the rest looked 
after the camels. On entering the house he was told by the 
sheik to go into a little court-yard, where a negro presently 
brought him a dish of boiled meal and some water. He heard 
a great talk inside the house, but could understand nothing of 
what had been said. Half an hour later two of the Arabs came 
in, and lay down beside him as before, and in addition his feet 
were firmly tied. The next morning the party still further 
divided, the sheik with two men and Edgar starting alone. 

He felt sure that they were now some distance above Khar- 
toum, as the city lay less than eighty miles from Metemmeh; 
they had made, he calculated, fully fifteen the first night. 
They had walked at least five-and-twenty on the second, and 
had ridden thirty, he calculated, on each of the last two days. 
On these they had not, as he noticed by the sun, followed a 
straight course, going far to the east of south on the first day, 
and to the west of south on the second, having doubtless made 
a large detour to avoid the city. During the whole time they 
had been travelling over a trackless country, and had met no 
parties of natives on the way. They started again before day- 
break, and now travelled along the bank of the river. 

Here the country had been cultivated for some distance 
back, and villages were scattered here and there. Neverthe- 
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less they passed but few natives, and Edgar saw that many of 
the houses were roofless, and that there were signs of fire and 
destruction everywhere, and understood that this ruin had 
been wrought by the hosts of the Mahdi. About mid-day they 
arrived at a village on the bank. Its name, Edgar learned by 
the exclamations of the Arabs when they caught sight of it, 
was Gerada. Here a large native boat was lying moored. Bid- 
ding Edgar remain among the camels the sheik alighted, and 
was for half an hour engaged in bargaining with two men, 
who were apparently owners of the boat. 

Terms were at last agreed to, the camels were led down and 
placed on board, and the boat pushed off. The sheik made a 
peremptory sign to Edgar to lie down and cover his head with 
his cloth, and Edgar heard him say to the boatman, “ My slave 
is ill.” The river was now at its shallowest, and the men were 
able to pole the boat across. Edgar was hurried ashore with 
the camels, while the sheik remained behind settling with the 
boatman. They were now, he knew, between the two Niles, 
which joined their waters at Khartoum. The country here 
had evidently been rich and prosperous before the host of the 
Mahdi passed like a blight over it. They halted a few miles 
from the river, near a ruined and deserted village. Edgar was 
told to watch the camels while they plucked heads of corn 
from the deserted fields, while the Arabs lit a fire and baked 
some cakes. None of these were offered to Edgar, who had 
to content himself with some heads of dried maize that he 
picked from the field. 

Two days later they arrived at the bank of the White Nile. 
They followed it for upwards of a mile, and then the sheik, who 
evidently knew the way, turned off the bank into the river, the 
others following. The ford, for such it was, was shallow, the 
water scarcely coming up to the girths of the camels. Although 
the journey had been a short one, they halted again for the 
night in cultivated ground, a mile from the river, and Edgar 
was ordered to pick corn. The fields had already been ran- 
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sacked, and it was only here and there that he found a head of 
maize hidden in its brown cases. 

After a time the two Arabs joined in the search, and by 
nightfall a good-sized sackful had been collected. At day- 
break the camels were taken to a well, where the apparatus for 
drawing the water still stood, with a trough beside it. When 
Edgar had filled the trough the camels were urged to drink 
their fill, being taken back once or twice to the trough, until 
they could drink no more. The water-skins were filled, the 
Arabs took long draughts from a bucket, and the sheik ordered 
Edgar to do the same. Then the bag with their maize was 
fastened on the back of the spare camel, which was already 
laden with a miscellaneous collection of goods, and the party 
started. 

Edgar understood by the preparations that had been made 
that they had still a serious journey before them, and it proved 
to be so. For eight days they travelled across a desert, their 
course being to the north of west, marching from early dawn 
until sunset. The moment the day’s journey was over he was 
set to work to gather tufts of coarse grass growing among the 
rocks, which cropped out here and there from the sand. Other 
vegetation there was none, save some low stunted bushes, which 
he also gathered whenever he came across them. With these 
and the grass a fire was lighted, and the sheik and two fol- 
lowers roasted a few heads of maize for their own eating, and 
with these and a handful of dry dates appeared perfectly 
satisfied. 

After they had done Edgar was permitted to roast some 
maize for his own use. The camels had each a dozen heads 
given to them. Except at one halting-place, where there was 
a muddy well, they received no water; the Arabs themselves 
drank sparingly, and Edgar received but a mouthful or two of 
the precious fluid. Towards the end of the eighth day the Arabs 
began to hasten their camels, and soon afterwards, on mounting 
an eminence, Edgar saw some tents standing in a small green 
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valley ahead. The Arabs fired their guns and uttered loud 
yells, and at once some figures appeared at the entrances of 
the tents and hastened towards them. In five minutes the 
two parties met. There were a few men among those that 
came out, but the majority were women and children. All 
uttered shouts of welcome, and a babel of questions arose. 

The sheik did not alight from his camel, but with his fol- 
lowers continued his way until he reached the encampment. 
Here dismounting he entered one of the largest of the tents. The 
other two Arabs were surrounded by the natives, and Edgar 
stood by the camels doubtful as to what he was expected to 
do next. He was not left undisturbed long. The Arabs had 
evidently told the news that their black comrade was a white 
slave whom the sheik had captured, and all crowded round 
him examining him with the greatest curiosity. There was 
nothing to them remarkable about his colour, for he was darker 
than any of them; but his hair, closely cropped like that of 
all engaged in the expedition, evidently amused them much. 

One of the women quickly fetched a large gourd full of 
water, and made signs to him to wash himself, which he was 
glad enough to do after his four days’ dusty journey, but 
before commencing he plunged his face into the bowl and took 
along drink. Shouts of surprise and amusement arose as with 
diligent rubbing he gradually got rid of the thickest part of 
the charcoal, and his skin began to show through. 

‘“‘T wish to goodness,” he muttered to himself, “I had got a 
cake or two of soap here, but I suppose it is a thing that 
they never heard of; even a scrubbing-brush would be a com- 
fort. I shall be weeks before I get myself thoroughly white 
again; it is completely ground into my skin.” 

He had, however, managed to get rid of the greater part of 
the charcoal, and was from the waist upward a dingy white, 
when the sheik came out from his tent. He was followed by 
a good-looking Arab woman. He called Edgar to him and said, 
“This is your mistress.” Edgar had during the journey guessed 


246 LOOT. 


that he was intended as a special present for the sheik’s wife, 
and that his lot would depend in no slight degree upon her, and 
resolved to do his utmost to earn her good opinion. He there- 
fore bent on one knee, and taking her hand placed it on his 
head. The woman laughed good-naturedly, and said some- 
thing to the sheik which by its tone Edgar felt was an expres- 
sion of approval. 

The camels had all this time remained kneeling, and the 
sheik now ordered them to be unloaded. Edgar had wondered 
what the various bundles might contain, and looked with 
almost as much curiosity as the expectant Arabs at the process 
of opening them. 

As their contents were gradually brought to light, he under- 
stood. at once why the sheik and his followers had taken no 
part in the fight outside Metemmeh. They had evidently been 
far out in the desert, on the track the column had followed, on 
the search for loot. The collection was a singular one, and it 
appeared to Edgar that they must either have got hold of 
three or four of the camels that had strayed away from the 
column, or had followed the troops and rifled boxes and cases 
that had fallen from the backs of the animals on their way 
through the trees, or that had been left behind when the 
camels fell. 

Here were articles of clothing of all sorts—shirts, socks, 
karkee suits, boots, ivory-backed brushes (the property, nodoubt, 
of some officer of the Guards or Heavies), a hand-glass, a case 
of writing materials and paper, a small medicine-chest, some 
camp-kettles, two or three dozen tins of cocoa and milk and 
as many of arrow-root, scores of small] tins of Liebig (these 
three lots clearly forming part of the burden of one of the 
hospital camels), a handsome field-glass, an officer's sword 
without a scabbard, a large bundle of hospital rugs, a tin-box 
marked “tea, 10 lbs.,” a number of tin drinking-cups, plates, 
knives, forks, and spoons, and a strange collection of odds and 
ends of all sorts. 
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Each article that was taken out caused fresh excitement, its 
uses were warmly discussed, and Edgar was presently dragged 
forward and ordered to explain. The various articles of cloth- 
ing particularly puzzled the Arabs, and Edgar had to put on a 
shirt and pair of trousers to show how they should be worn. The 
chocolate and arrow-root had apparently been brought chiefly 
for the sake of their tins, and one of the Arabs illustrated 
their use by putting one of them down on a rock, chopping it 
in two with his sword, cleaning out the contents, and then 
restoring as well as he could the two halves to the original 
shape. Some of the children were about to taste the arrow- 
root scattered about the ground, but the sheik sharply forbade 
them to touch it, evidently thinking that it might be poison. 
Edgar was consulted, and said that the contents of all the tins 
were good. 

As they were evidently anxious to know their uses, he took 
one of the tin pots, filled it with water, and placed it over the 
fire. Then with one of the Arabs’ knives he opened a tin of 
chocolate, cutting it carefully round the edge so that it should 
make a good drinking tin when empty. When the water boiled 
he took out some of the contents of the tin with the spoon 
and stirred them into the pot, and poured the contents into a 
dozen of the cups. The sheik still looked a little suspicious, 
and ordered him to drink one first, which he did with deep 
satisfaction. The others then followed his example, and evi- 
dently approved very highly of the compound, and another 
pot of water was at once placed on the fire. Edgar was then 
requested to show what were the virtues of the white powder, 
and of the little tins. He said that both these were good for 
people who were ill. The Arabs, however, were not satisfied 
without making the experiment. 

The arrow-root was not approved of, and the chief would 
have ordered the tins to be all opened and the contents thrown 
away, but on Edgar continuing to insist that they were good 
for illness, he told his wife to put them away in the tent. The 
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Liebig was warmly approved of. Edgar explained that it was 
good for sickness, and good fora journey. The Arabs, seeing 
how small a quantity was required for making a tin of broth, 
at once recognized this, and the sheik ordered his wife to take 
great care of them, and said they were to be used only on a 
journey. The medicine-chest, with its bottles of various sizes, 
was also the subject of great curiosity, and one of the women, 
going into a tent, brought out a girl seven or eight years old, 
and requested Edgar to say which was the medicines that were 
suitable for her case. 

Edgar felt the child’s pulse, and found that she was in a 
high state of fever. Quinine was, he knew, a good thing for 
fever, but whether it ought to be administered to a patient in 
that stage he did not know. [Ile told the sheik that he was 
not a Hakim, but that if he wished he would give the child 
the medicine that he thought was best suited to it, but he 
could not say for certain whether it would do it good. The 
sheik, who, like all the rest, was deeply interested in the con- 
tents of the chest, said he must do his best. He accordingly 
gave the child a dose of quinine, and told the mother to give 
her a cup of the arrow-root, and that in two hours she must 
take another dose of the quinine. 

The last subject of investigation was the tea. There was a 
small sliding trap at the top of the tin, and when Edgar poured 
out half a cup of the contents, these were examined with great 
curiosity. The men took a few grains in their fingers, smelt 
them, and then tasted them. The result was unsatisfactory, 
and they were content to watch Edgar’s proceedings before 
they went further. When he had the water boiling, he put 
the tea'into a tin pot and poured the water over it, and when it 
had stood a few minutes served it out. The verdict was univer- 
sally unfavourable, and the chief, in disgust at having brought 
a tin of useless stuff so far, kicked it over and over. Seeing 
that Edgar had drunk up his portion with satisfaction, the 
sheik’s wife told him that if he liked the nasty stuff he might 
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keep it for himself, a permission of which he very thankfully 
availed himself. 

The uses of all the articles being explained, the sheik pro- 
ceeded to a distribution. He took the lion’s share for himself, 
gave a good portion to the two men who had followed him, 
and avery small one to each of the other grown-up men and 
women in the camp. He ordered Edgar to carry his portion 
into the tent, where, under the instructions of the sheik’s wife, 
the articles were all stowed away. The tent, which was a 
large one, was constructed of black blanketing woven by the 
women from camels’ hair, and was divided into two portions 
by a hanging of the same materials. The one next to the 
entrance was the general living and reception room, that 
behind being for the use of the sheik’s wife and children. 

There were two female slaves who slept in a tiny tent con- 
structed of a blanket in the rear of that of the sheik, and two 
negro slaves who looked after the camels, tilled the ground, 
and slept where they could. 

The sheik’s wife was evidently pleased with Edgar, and 
regarded him as her special property. Darkness had fallen 
long before the examination of the booty had concluded, and as 
soon as he had carried the sheik’s share into the tent, she gave 
him a bowl of camel’s milk and some meal in a gourd, and 
also bestowed on him one of the black blankets, and pointed 
out to him a place where he was to sleep just outside the 
tent. 

“It might be a great deal worse,” Edgar said to himself as 
he ate his supper; “the sheik himself does not seem to be a 
bad fellow; and at any rate I owe him my life for his obsti- 
nacy in sticking to me, instead of handing me over to the 
Mahdi’s people. His wife is evidently disposed to be kind, 
and my work will be no harder than an agricultural labourer’s, 
at any rate as long as we stay here. This is an out-of-the-way 
sort of place, and if it does not lie on the route between any 
two places, is not likely to be much visited. It certainly looks 
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as if the sheik regarded it as his private property, which he 
would not do if it were a regular caravan halting-place. 

“It is likely enough that there are very few people who 
know of its existence. We travelled something like fifty miles 
a day, and must be three hundred miles to the west of the Nile. 
What I have got to do now is to work willingly, so as to. keep 
in the good graces of the sheik and his wife, and to learn the 
language so as to speak it fluently. It is no use my thinking 
about escaping until I can pass as a native, unless, of course, 
I hear that we have gone up and taken Khartoum. I wonder 
how they are getting on at Metemmeh, and whether they have 
found the sergeant. If they have, it is likely enough when 
he finds that I have never reached the camp he will go to 
Rupert and tell him who the trumpeter of his troop was. I 
hope he won’t; it is much better that they should wonder for 
some years what has become of me, and at last gradually 
forget me, than know that I am a slave among the Arabs, I 
am sure that would be a great grief to them all, and I hope 
they will not know anything about it until I return some day 
and tell them.” 

He was very glad of his blanket, for the nights were cold; 
and when he had finished his supper he wrapped himself up in 
it and was soon asleep. He was awoke at daylight by voices 
inside the tent, and a few minutes later the sheik and his wife 
came out, and seeing Edgar standing there the sheik ordered 
him to go and assist the other slaves; but Amina pouted: “I 
thought you had brought him home as a present to me; what 
use will he be to me if he is to work in the field all day with 
the others?” 

‘But the Kaffir must do some work, Amina; he cannot 
have his food for nothing.” 

‘Of course he shall work when I don’t want him,” the 
woman said, “but I shall find much for him todo. He will 
draw the water, he will fetch the fuel, he will grind the meal 
when I have anything else for the women to do. When he 
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has done all I require of him, then he can go and work in the 
fields. It is no use your giving me a slave and then taking 
him away again.” 

“Well, well!” the sheik said, “do with him as you will; 
women are always pleased with novelties, You will soon get 
tired of having this Kaffir about the tent, but keep him if you 
will.” | 

Amina took one of the large hospital kettles, and putting 
it into Edgar’s hands pointed to the well which lay a hundred 
yards away and told him to fetch water. When he returned 
with it she bade him go out and gather fuel. The last order 
was by no means easy to execute. The Arab fuel consisted 
almost entirely of dried camels’ dung, as the scrub very 
speedily becomes exhausted for a considerable distance from 
acamp. Edgar took a rough basket to which Amina pointed 
and was away for some hours, following the track by which he 
had arrived and making a circuit of the oasis, and returned 
with the basket piled up with the fuel. . 

Amina was evidently well satisfied with the result of his 
work, for fuel is one of the great difficulties of Arab life in the 
desert. She rewarded him with a calabash of meal. 

“‘Has my lady anything more for me to do?” he asked 
when he had finished his food. 

“‘ Not now,” she replied. 

“Then I will go out and help the others in the field;” and 
he walked off to where the negroes were engaged in watering 
a plantation of maize. The process consisted of drawing water 
from the well in leathern buckets and pouring it into channels 
by which it was conducted to the plantation. The negroes 
looked at him sourly as he took hold of the rope attached to 
the long swinging beam that acted as a lever to bring the 
bucket to the surface, and one of them muttered in Arabic, 
“Kaffir dog!” Slaves as they were they despised this white 
Christian. 

“Well, look here,” Edgar said in English, letting go the 
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rope, “the sooner we come to an understanding the better. 
I am not going to stand any nonsense from you fellows; and 
if you don’t keep a civil tongue in your heads I will give you 
such a licking as will teach you to do so in future.” 

Although they did not understand his words they guessed 
the import of them, and the biggest of the men, a powerful 
negro, repeated the word Kaffir and spat upon him. LEdgar’s 
right arm flew out from his shoulder, the blow struck the 
negro on the nose, and in an instant he was upon his back 
upon the ground. His comrade stood for a moment stupefied, 
and then with loud yells ran towards the tents, leaving the 
negro to pick himself up at his leisure. Edgar continued the 
work of raising and emptying the bucket until the negro 
returned, followed by the sheik, his wife, and all the inhabi- 
tants of the village. By this time the negro who had been 
knocked down had risen to his feet and was roaring like a bull 
at the top of his voice, while the blood was streaming from 
his nose. 

“What is this?” the sheik shouted in great anger. 

The negro volubly explained that the Kaffir slave had struck 
down their comrade. 

“Why is this?” the sheik demanded of Edgar. 

“Tam my lord’s slave,” Edgar said; “but this fellow is a 
slave also. He called me a Kaffir dog and spat upon me. I 
knocked him down; and if any other slave does the same I 
will punish him also.” 

As the woman whose child had been ill had a short time 
before reported that the fever had left her, and that having 
drunk two basins of the arrow-root she was much better, the 
sheik had been greatly pleased with the idea that he had made 
a far more valuable capture than he had anticipated; he 
therefore received Edgar’s explanation in his broken Arabic 
favourably. 

‘The white slave has done right,” he said. ‘*Who are you 
that you are to insult him? He came to work on my business, 
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and you would have interfered with and hindered him. 
Hamish has been rightly punished, though truly the white 
man must have hit hard, for his nose is flattened to his face. 
Mashallah it must have been a wonderful blow. The white 
men are Kaffirs, but they have marvellous powers. Now go 
to work again and let me hear of no more quarrels.” 

“The white man is my slave,” Amina said, stepping forward 
and addressing the negroes, “and if anyone insults him I will 
have him flogged until he cannot stand. He is a Hakim, and 
his medicines have saved the life of Hamid’s child. He is 
worth a hundred of you.” And bestowing a vigorous and unex- 
pected box on the ears to the negro standing next to her she 
turned and walked back to her tent, accompanied by her 
husband, while the rest of the villagers remained for some 
time staring at the negro, and commenting upon the wonder- 
ful effect of the white man’s blow. 


CHAPTER XV, 


BAD NEWS. 


N° sooner was work over in the afternoon of the day after 
that on which Rupert had heard of his brother’s loss 
than Skinner came across with Easton to see him. 

‘My dear Skinner, surely you are not fit to be walking 
about,” he said as he saw them approaching. 

“Oh! it won’t do me any harm, Clinton; my arm is all in 
splints, and, as you see, bandaged tightly to my side. The 
doctor seemed to say that I had better not move, but I pro- 
mised to take care of myself. I should have come, old man, 
if I had been ten times as bad. Easton has just been telling 
me of this horrible business, so of course I came over to see 
you, I think from what he says you take too dark a view of 
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it, There is no doubt in my mind that he is a prisoner, and 
that is bad enough; but these Arabs don’t slaughter their 
prisoners in cold blood, they are not such fools as that, they 
make them useful. I own it must be disgusting to be a slave, 
especially to these Arabs, and of many fellows I should say 
they would never stand it any time. Easton wouldn't, for 
example. In the first place he wouldn’t work, and in the 
next place, if they tried to make him he would be knocking 
his master down, and then of course he would get speared. 
But I have great hopes of your brother; he was always as hard 
as nails, and I should have no fear of his breaking down in 
health. Then he is a chap that can look after himself. Look 
how well he has been going on since he bolted from Chelten- 
ham. Then he is a beggar to stick to a thing, and I should 
say the first thing he will make up his mind to do will be to 
escape some day, and he will be content to wait any time till 
the opportunity occurs. You see he has learnt a lot since he 
left school. He has been roughing it pretty severely. He 
has had over a year in this beastly hot climate, and will be 
able to make himself at home pretty near anywhere. I tell 
you, Clinton, I would lay odds on his turning up again even if 
he is left to himself. Besides that, if we go on to Khartoum 
and thrash the Mahdi, these Arabs will all be coming in 
and swearing that they are most grateful to us for freeing 
them from him, and you may be sure that any slaves they 
have will be given up at once. I don’t say your brother is 
not in a hole; but I do say that he is just the fellow to get 
out of it.” 

“T have thought of everything you say, Skinner, and I do 
think that Edgar is as likely to make his escape some day as 
anyone would be under the circumstances; but I doubt whether 
anyone could do it.” 

‘¢Why not?” Skinner asked, almost indignantly. “I don’t 
suppose he could make his way down the Nile, although he 
might do that; but there are several caravan routes down to 
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the Red Sea, and then there is Abyssinia. The people are 
Christians there, and, they say, fighting against the Mahdi’s 
Arabs now; so if he got there he would be pretty sure to be 
treated well. I should say that there were lots of ways that 
he could escape. I don’t mean now; but when he has got 
accustomed to the country, it seems to me a fellow with 
pluck and energy such as he has got ought to find no great 
difficulty in giving the people he is with the slip, and making 
his way somewhere. I do think, Clinton, there is no occasion 
to feel hopeless about your brother. It may be a long time 
before you see him again, but I do honestly believe he will 
turn up some time or other.” 

“T begin to hope he will,” Rupert said. “At first I did 
not think so for a moment; but now IJ have had time to look 
at it calmly I think that there is a chance of his getting off 
some day; besides, when we are once at Khartoum and have 
scattered the Mahdi’s army, I have no doubt General Gordon 
will send orders through the land for all Egyptian and Euro- 
pean slaves to be brought in. You know it is still hoped that 
some of Hicks’ officers may be alive, and there is such a feeling 
for Gordon throughout the country that his orders will be sure 
to be obeyed.” 

“That is right, Clinton,” Easton said; “that is the view I 
take of it myself, and I am very glad to see that you have come 
to see it in that light. And now will you tell us what there 
was in that letter that gave us the news of your brother's being 
out here. How came the sergeant to write to you? How did 
he know you were his brother? It seems an unaccountable 
business all through.” 

“T have not looked at the letter since,” Rupert said. “It 
would have been very important if it had not been for Edgar’s 
loss. As it is, it does not seem to matter one way or the 
other. Still, as you say, it is very singular altogether its 
coming into my hands;” and he took out the letter. It began: 
“Sir, two days ago I was with the trumpeter of my troop 
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when you passed by with two other officers. One of them 
called you Clinton, and as I had an interest in the name it 
attracted my attention, and I found that it also attracted the 
attention of the young fellow with me. I questioned him, and 
he acknowledged that he had been to school with you and the 
two officers with you.” 

“Good heavens!” Skinner broke in; “to think that we three 
should have passed close to your brother and that none of us 
should have recognized him! How awfully unfortunate!” 

“It is terrible to think of now,” Rupert agreed, and then 
continued reading the letter: “I then told Smith, which is 
the name the trumpeter went by, that my interest in you 
consisted of the fact that for aught I knew I was your father. 
He exclaimed, that in that case it was probable that I was 
his father, as he had been brought up with you. He then 
told me how he came to enlist, namely, that my wife, whom 
I have not seen since she left India, and who was, I thought, 
dead long ago, had been to him and had told him all about 
the change of infants, and said that she had done it on purpose 
for his good, and that she knew that he was her son because 
you had a mole on your shoulder; and she wanted him to go on 
pretending to be Captain Clinton’s son, and offered to swear 
that the other one was hers, so that he might get all the 
money. 

“That is why I write this My name is Humphreys. I[ 
was a sergeant in the 30th, and it was at Agra, when we 
were stationed there, that the change of infants took place. 
My wife went over to England. I took to drink and disgraced 
myself, and five years afterwards deserted. I stayed in England 
for some years and then enlisted again in the 5th Dragoon 
Guards, and being young-looking gave my age as eight years 
younger than I was. I now go by the name of Bowen, and am 
a sergeant and bear a good character in the regiment. The lad 
did not wish me to say anything about this, at any rate until 
the campaign was over; but as we shall be marching in a day 
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or two, and it may be that I shall be killed, I write a letter to 
you and one to Captain Clinton, so that in case I am killed the 
truth may be known. 

“T affirm most solemnly that the statement made by my wife 
was a lie. Whether she did intend to change the children or 
not is more than I can say. Sometimes she said she did, some- 
times she said she didn’t; but at any rate, she herself did not 
know which child was which, and did not discover the little 
mark on the shoulder until after the babies got mixed up. Over 
and over again I have seen her cry and wring her hands because 
she could not say which was which. She acknowledged that 
she meant to make money out of it, and lamented that she had 
lost her chance because she could never herself tell which was 
which. Of this I am ready to take my oath in any court of 
justice, and if she says she knows now, she is a liar. I have 
read this letter over to Troop-sergeant Matthews, and have in 
his presence sworn on a Bible to its truth. He will place his 
name by the side of mine as witness to that and to my signa- 
ture. I remain, your obedient servant, John Humphreys, now 
known as John Bowen. The letter to your father is word for 
word the same as this, I have written it in duplicate in case 
you should be killed before I am.” 

“Well, that is plain enough,” Easton said when Rupert had 
finished. “It is just what you said all along. The woman did 
not know which was her son, and you and Edgar stand in the 
same relation to Captain Clinton that you always did.” 

“Thank God for that!” Rupert said. ‘“ We want no change, 
and my father has said, talking it over with me again and 
again, he has two sons and loves us both equally, and it would 
be a deep grief to him now to know for certain that one of 
us is not his son. I will walk across to the hospital and 
ask how the sergeant is going on. I am strangely placed 
towards him now.” 

“Tt is a curious position,” Easton said; “but in any case you 
do but stand towards him as a son would do towards a father 
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who had given him up in infancy to be adopted by someone 
else.” 

Rupert did not reply, but, saying, “‘ Wait here until I come 
back,” walked over to the hospital lines. He returned in a 
few minutes, 

“The doctor says he is sinking,” he said gravely. “I shall 
go over there and remain until all is over.” 

“Will he be sensible at the last?” he asked the surgeon as 
he stood by the litter. 

“ Possibly,” the surgeon said. 

“TI have a great interest in asking, doctor; I am most anxious 
to have a few words with him if possible before he dies.” 

“Tf you will call me if he opens his eyes,” the surgeon said, 
“T will do what I can to rouse him. His pulse is getting weaker 
and weaker; I do not think the end is far off.” 

Half an hour later the dying man opened his eyes. Rupert 
beckoned to the surgeon, who came across at once and poured 
a few drops of spirits between his lips, and moistened his fore- 
head with a sponge dipped in vinegar and water. 

“Do you know me, Humphreys?” Rupert asked. “I am 
Rupert Clinton.” 

The dying man’s face brightened. Then his lips moved. 
“Where is Smith? He left me to get help; he never returned.” 

‘‘He is away now,” Rupert said, anxious not to disturb the 
dying man. ‘“ When we got to you you were insensible, that 
was two days ago. Edgar is not in camp at present.” 

“There is a letter for you.” 

‘Yes, it was found on you and I have read it, and I know 
how we stand towards each other, and that perhaps you are my 
father; here is the letter.” 

“T will swear to it; get a witness.” 

Rupert called the surgeon. ‘Doctor, the sergeant wishes 
you to hear him swear that this letter was written by him and 
that its contents are true.” 

“ Bible,” the sergeant said faintly. 
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A Bible was brought and the dying man’s hand placed upon 
it. ‘I swear,” he said in a firmer voice than that in which he 
had hitherto spoken, “that this letter was written by me and 
that every word in it is true, and that neither I nor my wife, 
nor anyone save God, knows whether Trumpeter Smith or 
Lieutenant Clinton is my son.” 

The effort was made and he closed his eyes. Rupert took 
his hand and knelt beside him. Once again the sergeant 
opened his eyes and spoke. “Good lads both,” he said; “better 
as things are.” 

A few minutes later he ceased to breathe. The surgeon had 
retired after hearing the sergeant’s declaration. When he saw 
Rupert rise to his feet he came up to him. “I have just 
written down the words,” he said, “‘and have signed my name 
as a witness to the fact that it was a declaration sworn on the 
Bible by one who knew that he was dying.” 

“Thank you,” Rupert said; “it is a strange story, I will 
tell you it some day.” 

After leaving the hospital Rupert went to Easton, in whose 
judgment he had a great deal of confidence, and after stating 
what had occurred asked him if in his opinion he could take 
any steps to learn more about Edgar. 

“T think, Clinton, that were I in your place I should go to 
the commanding officer and tell him you have learnt that the 
trumpeter who was with the wounded sergeant of the Heavies 
found in the grove, and who left him to fetch aid from our 
camp, was your brother. You can say that on account of a 
misunderstanding he left home and enlisted under a false name, 
and beg that a search be instituted for his body, and also that 
the politicals who are in communication with the natives should 
make inquiries whether any white captive had been brought into 
Metemmeh. If you like I will say as much to our colonel, and 
I am sure that he will give orders that whenever detachments 
go out strict search will be made of all ground over which they 
pass. I am afraid that if we do learn from the natives that he 
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is at Metemmeh our chance of getting him back before we take 
the place is small, for even if the people into whose hands he 
fell were willing to part with him for a ransom, the fanatical 
dervishes would not allow it; however, there would be no harm 
in trying. I know that to-day half a dozen natives came in 
with some cattle and grain, and no doubt some others will be 
in vo-morrow.” 

Rupert took the advice, and at once went over to the quarters 
of the officer in command and made the statement that Easton 
had suggested. The colonel expressed great regret, and pro- 
mised that every step should be taken to ascertain the fate of 
his brother and to endeavour to recover him if alive. Another 
party was sent out in the morning, and a further and most 
minute search mado of the ground between the camp and 
the grove where the sergeant had been found, and the 19th 
Hussars were directed while scouring the plain to search every 
depression and to examine every clump of bushes to discover 
if possible the body of a missing soldier or any signs of his 
clothes or accoutrements. The political officer closely questioned 
all the natives who came in, but these came from villages 
higher up the river, and no news was obtained of what was 
going on at Metemmeh. The next day there was a great out- 
burst of firing in Metemmeh, guns and cannon being discharged 
incessantly for two or three hours. At first it was thought 
that some dispute might have arisen between the various 
tribes now occupying the place, but this idea was abandoned 
when it was seen that the cannon on the walls were discharged 
not into the town but towards the open country, and it was 
then concluded that some great festival of the Mahdi was being 
celebrated. The following day was Sunday. Just as the 
troops were being formed up for a church parade a staff-officer 
came up to Rupert and his fellowaides-de-camp as they were 
buckling on their swords. 

“Is anything wrong, major?” Rupert asked, as he saw that 
the officer was much agitated. 
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“Yes, we have terrible news. A boat has just come down 
from Wilson with the news that he arrived too late; that 
Khartoum has fallen, and that Gordon is murdered.” 

An exclamation of horror broke from the two young officers. 

‘Do you think it is true, major?” 

“T fear there is no doubt of it. The steamers got up to the 
town, and the Mahdi’s flags were flying everywhere, and the 
vessels were peppered with shot from all the batteries. There 
is other bad news. Wilson’s steamers both ran aground, and 
cannot be got off. Beresford is to go up and bring the party 
off, that is, if he can fight his way past the batteries. You see, 
that is what the firing in Metemmeh yesterday was about. No 
doubt a messenger had arrived from the Mahdi with the news 
of the fall of Khartoum. Don’t say anything about it. Of 
course the news will not be kept from the officers, but it is to 
be kept from the men as far as possible.” 

Feeling almost stunned with the news, Rupert and his com- 
panions joined the rest of the staff and proceeded to the 
parade-ground. An hour after the service had concluded the 
terrible intelligence was known to all the officers. The feelings 
of grief, indignation, and rage were universal. All their efforts 
and suffering had been in vain, all the money spent upon the ex- 
pedition entirely wasted. Gordon and his Egyptian garrison 
at Khartoum had perished, and it seemed not unnatural that 
the authorities at home should be blamed for the hesitation 
they had displayed in sending out the expedition to rescue the 
heroic defenders. Even at the last moment, they had counter- 
manded their orders for the purchase of camels, which, had 
they been available, would have enabled General Stewart's 
desert column to march straight across, instead of being obliged 
to send the camels backwards and forwards; and th that case 
the steamers would have arrived in time to save Gordon, for it 
was but two days before they reached Khartoum that the town 
had fallen. 

Never was an expedition so utterly useless, never did brave 
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men who had fought their way through all difficulties find their 
efforts so completely vain! 

The news could not long be kept from the men. The words 
of passionate grief and indignation that burst from their officers 
were soon caught up and carried through the camp, and the 
rank and file joined with their officers in a wholesale denuncia- 
tion of those who were responsible for this disaster which had 
suddenly overtaken the expedition. The future was warmly 
debated among the officers. Some maintained that the expedi- 
tion having come so far, the money having been laid out, it 
would be allowed to finish its work, to proceed to Khartoum, 
to recover the city, crush the Mahdi, and restore peace and 
order to the Soudan. Others asserted that after this failure 
to carry out the main object of the expedition, the authorities 
at home might now hasten to withdraw an expedition which 
they had only with apparent reluctance sent out at all. Rupert 
feared that the latter alternative was the most probable, and 
with it his hopes of seeing his brother before long were dashed 
to the ground. 

It was maddening to think that he was lying a helpless 
prisoner in the hands of the Arabs in the mud-walled town 
but two miles away; for it was now probable that the force 
would march back, and Edgar be left to his fate. Easton and 
Skinner in vain attempted to cheer him. They had, however, 
no arguments to combat his conviction that the expedition 
would be abandoned, and could only fall back upon their 
belief that sooner or later Edgar would manage to make his 
escape from the hands of the Arabs. To Rupert's distressed 
mind this was poor consolation. 

Lord Charles Beresford at once started up the river in a small 
steamer to rescue Sir Charles Wilson’s party. As it was known 
that there was a strong battery below the spot where the 
steamers had been lost, and that Beresford would have to run 
the gauntlet of this on his way up, much anxiety was felt as to 
the result, and a constant and eager watch was kept up for a 
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sight of the steamer on her return. When the time came that 
she was expected to make her appearance, and no signs were 
visible of her, the anxiety heightened; and when another day 
passed, and still she did not return, grave fears were enter- 
tained for her safety. At last the welcome news came that 
smoke could be seen ascending from the river higher up, and 
loud cheers burst from the men when the flag at the masthead 
was seen above the trees. 

There was a general rush down to the shore of all who were 
not on duty to hear the news when she arrived; and when she 
drew up near the bank and the first party landed, it was found 
that her escape had been a narrow one indeed. In passing the 
battery she had had a sharp engagement with the artillery 
there, and a shot had passed through her boiler and disabled 
her, and she had been obliged to anchor. Fortunately she was 
a little above the battery when this took place. The guns 
could not well be brought to bear upon her; and although 
assailed by a constant fire of musketry, her own guns, her 
Gardner, and the rifles of the troops had kept the enemy at a 
distance and prevented them from shifting any of their guns 
so as to play upon her, until an officer of the Naval Brigade, 
who was acting as her engineer, had managed to repair the 
boiler. 

While the ‘fight was going on Sir Charles Wilson’s party 
were upon an island, near which the second steamer had sunk, 
two miles higher up the river, and were hotly engaged with a 
force upon the bank. They were able to see that the rescuing 
steamer was disabled, and at night had crossed to the river bank, 
and marching down it to a point opposite the steamer, opened 
communication with her by signals, and then did what they 
could to divert the attention of the enemy from her by opening 
fire upon the battery with one of their guns, causing the enemy 
to turn two or three of his pieces of artillery against them. At 
nightfall they marched down the river to a point where the 
steamer had signalled she would pick them up. The steamer 
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ran past the battery in the morning and fortunately escaped 
without serious injury, and then picking up the whole of Sir 
Charles Wilson’s party came down the river without further 
molestation. 

All this time no despatch of any kind had been received from 
Korti, although a small reinforcement consisting of a company 
of the Naval Brigade and half a battery of artillery had arrived, 
and the camels—or rather a portion of them, for nearly half 
had died upon the journey—had returned from Gakdul with a 
supply of stores, The days passed heavily until, on the 10th 
of February, General Buller and the 18th Royal Irish arrived ; 
hopes were entertained, as they were seen approaching, that 
the appearance of the infantry signified that the expedition was 
still to continue to advance; but it was very soon known that 
the Royal Irish had merely arrived to cover the retreat. The 
next morning the whole of the wounded were sent off under a 
strong escort; then the work of destroying all the stores that 
had been brought up by the last convoy, except what were 
needed for the march down to Gakdul, was carried out, and 
two days later the forts that had been built with so much 
labour were evacuated, and the whole force set out upon their 
march down to Korti. 

This time the journey was performed on foot. The camels 
of the three corps and of the vast baggage train with which 
they had started were bleaching on the desert, and scarce 
enough animals remained for the service of carrying down the 
sick and wounded. Rupert Clinton was among them. His 
strength had failed rapidly, and a sort of low fever had seized 
him, and he had for some days before the convoy started been 
lying prostrate in the hospital lines. Skinner was, at his own 
request, carried by the same camel that conveyed Rupert, the 
beds being swung one on each side of it. He had protested 
that he was perfectly capable of marching, but the doctors 
would not hear of it; and when he found that he could accom- 
pany Rupert he was glad that they decided against him, as he 
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was able to look after his friend and to keep up his spirits to 
a certain extent by his talk. 

Several of the wounded died on their way down, among them 
Sir Herbert Stewart, who had survived his wound a much 
longer time than the surgeons had at first believed possible. 
One piece of news that they had learned the day before they 
left the neighbourhood of Metemmeh had some slight effect. in 
cheering Rupert, a native of that town having reported that a 
white prisoner had been brought in on the day after the battle 
near the town; he had been captured by some men of the 
Jahrin tribe and not by the regular troops of the Mahdi; three 
or four days later there had been a quarrel, the Mahdi’s people 
wanting to take the prisoner and send him up to Khartoum; 
his captors had objected, claiming him as their private pro- 
perty; but as they were only a small party he would doubtless 
have been taken from them by force had they not, during the 
night, stolen out of the town with him, taken a boat, crossed 
the river, and made off. 

Thus there was evidence that Edgar was still alive, and 
Skinner endeavoured to impress upon Rupert that in every 
respect the intelligence was favourable. 

‘You see, Clinton, if your brother had been sent up to the 
Mahdi, the villain would have endeavoured to force him to change 
his religion. Edgar would never have done that, and in that 
case it is pretty certain that they would have chopped his head 
off. As it is, the chief of these Arabs who took him evidently 
means to keep him as a slave for himself. Of course it is not 
pleasant to be a slave, but it is better than having the choice 
between worshipping a greasy Arab or having your head 
chopped off, and it will give him time to learn the language, 
to make his plans of escape, and to carry them out.” 

Rupert was too weak and ill to fully enter into the question, 
but he did see that Edgar’s position was certainly better under 
an Arab master than it would have been had he been sent up 
to Khartoum, and the knowledge that he was alive and was in 
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no immediate danger of his life did much to revive him, and 
enable him to bear the weary journey down to Korti better 
than he would otherwise have done. Once there the compara- 
tively cool air of the hospital tents, the quiet, and the supply of 
every luxury soon had their effect, and in the course of three 
weeks he was up and about, though it would be some time 
before he would be fit for active duty. It was still altogether 
uncertain what decision would be finally arrived at at home 
respecting the expedition, but for the present the troops were 
stationed at various points on the river as far down as Don- 
gola, and it was hoped that later on the advance against 
Khartoum would be recommenced. 

Rupert, as soon as he was able to get about, had a long con- 
versation with Major Kitchener, the political officer who was 
in charge of all communications with the natives. He related 
to him the circumstances of his brother’s capture, and how he 
was a prisoner of some men belonging to the Jahrin tribe. 
Major Kitchener promised that his spies should make every 
inquiry, and held out hopes that by the offer of a large re- 
ward his captors might be induced to bring him down to the 
camp. 

The time passed very slowly, the heat increased in intensity 
and became intolerable from nine in the morning until five in the 
afternoon. Between those hours there was nothing to do but 
to lie still in the mud huts that had now been erected, for it 
would have been well-nigh impossible to exist in the little tents 
that the troops had brought with them. 

In the early morning and in the evening every one bathed 
in the Nile. Then the officers, each of whom had picked up some 
sort of pony from the natives, went for a ride, chased the wild 
dogs, or wandered gun on shoulder in search of such game as 
was to be found. After sunset was the only really pleasant 
time of day, and when the moon was up both officers and men 
enjoyed themselves; but on dark nights neither walking nor 
riding could be indulged in, so broken was the ground, and 
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there was nothing to do but to talk, sing, and vary the tedium 
by a game of cards. 

The Guards’ Camel Regiment were posted close to Dongola. 
Rupert, who since the death of General Stewart had no longer 
any staff duties, was attached to the transport corps and spent 
a considerable portion of his time going up or down the river 
in boats. He did not, therefore, see much of his friends, al- 
though he never passed Dongola without managing to make it 
a halting-place so as to have a few hours’ talk with them. 

“You have thoroughly picked up again, Clinton,” Skinner 
said as he arrived upon one of these visits. ‘No one would 
know you to be the same fellow who was brought down to 
Korti with me on that wretched camel’s back. I think you are 
very lucky to have got put on to that transport work.” 

‘“‘So do I, Skinner; it gives me little time to sit and think, 
and though it is terrifically hot in the middle of the day I can 
always manage to get up some sort of shelter with straw or 
matting of some kind, and at any rate it is cooler there than 
on shore.” 

“T wish they would give me a turn at it,” Skinner said. “I 
cannot offer to take an oar, for although my arm is going on 
very well the doctor says it may be months before I can venture 
to use it in anything like hard work. We get up jolly horse- 
races here once a week in the evening. The natives enter their 
animals. Of course we have no chance with them on our little 
tats, but we sometimes manage to requisition two or three horses 
from the Hussars, I dare not ride myself, for though the horses 
and ponies are both very sure-footed these natives ride in the 
wildest way and one might get cannoned over. Still it-is an 
amusement to look on and make small bets and watch the 
natives; crowds of them come out to see it, and they get tre- 
mendously excited over it. I wish we could get up a good 
football match, the Guards against Dongola; it would be awful 
fun. As far as running goes we should not be in it, and if one 
of them got the ball he would carry it right through us up to 
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the goal, for they are as active and slippery as eels. Of course 
when it came to a good close fight we should have it our own 
way.” 

“Have you managed to get up football on board ship, 
Skinner?” Easton, who was stretched at full length on the 
ground, asked lazily. 

“Not yet,” Skinner laughed. “If we played at all we should 
have to use a cannon-ball, so that it should not be kicked over 
the sides; but then, unless we got iron shoes made for the pur- 
pose, we should all be laid up. But I have got a football in my 
cabin, and once or twice we have had games at Suakim, and very 
good fun it was too.” 

“No news, I suppose, Clinton?” Easton asked, sitting up. 

Rupert shook his head. ‘Not aword. We hear very little 
of what is going on above us, and the natives who do come in 
lie so, there’s no believing a word they say. I have been 
thinking that if one could trust them I would pay one of the 
sheiks to dress me up and stain my skin and take me with him 
on a wandering expedition to Khartoum and over the country 
on both sides of the river.” 

“It would be madness,” Easton said. ‘Of course if you 
could talk their language perfectly it might be possible to 
manage it, for I suppose that with dye and false hair one 
might be got up to pass as far as appearances go, but not being 
able to speak the language would be fatal.” 

‘“‘Of course I should have to go as a dumb man. I was ask- 
ing the surgeon the other day if there would be any great diffi- 
culty in cutting a fellow’s tongue out.” 

“In doing what?” Easton and Skinner asked in astonishment. 

“Cutting my tongue out,’ Rupert said seriously. ‘ You 
see, if my tongue was cut out anyone could see at once that I 
was dumb. Of course it wouldn't be pleasant, but I believe it 
would be possible to get to talk after some time. If there were 
no other objections I should not hesitate for a moment; but 
unfortunately I should have to pass for deaf as well as dumb, 
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for of course I should not understand anything that was said 
tome. I have been thinking it over in every light, and really 
the only great objection I see to the plan is that though one 
might depend upon the chief's being faithful if he were well 
paid, it would be very doubtful as to his followers.” 

“And are you really serious in saying that you would have 
your tongue cut out, Clinton?” 

“Of course [I am serious,” Rupert said, almost angrily. 
‘‘ What is one’s tongue in comparison to one’s brother? What 
do you think, Easton? Do you think the idea is at all feasible? 
I may say that for the last two months I have been working 
almost night and day at the language. I engaged a fellow the 
day I came out of hospital. He was working for one of those 
Greek shopkeepers. He is a native of Dongola, but has been 
down in Egypt and picked up a certain amount of French. He 
goes about with me in the boat, and we talk all day and as long 
as I can keep him awake at night. Of course I don’t think for 
a moment that I could learn enough to pass as a native for at 
least a couple of years; but it would be of no use my going up 
with a party of Arabs if I could not make out what they say 
and learn what news they pick up, and make arrangements to 
get Edgar away if we find him.” 

“Tt would be a fearfully risky business, Clinton,” Easton 
said gravely. “The betting would be tremendously against you, 
but I don’t say that it is absolutely impossible that you should 
be successful. I don’t think it would be necessary to carry out 
the idea of having your tongue cut out. As you say, a tongue 
is nothing in comparison to a brother, and if I thought that 
the loss of your tongue would ensure your success I should say 
nothing against it, it would be a matter for you and you only 
to decide; but I should think it might be managed in some 
other way. The fellow you would be with would naturally 
avoid all large encampments, and would send you off to look 
after camels or something if other natives arrived at the same 
encampment.” 
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“You don’t really mean, Easton,” Skinner said, “that you 
seriously think that it might be done; that is, that the betting 
is not more than ten to one against it?” , 

“No; I don’t think the odds are longer than that, Skinner. 
You know Burton went to Mecca in disguise, and I believe that 
it has been done since by somebody else. I grant that Burton 
could talk the language well, and that having to play the part 
of a dumb man adds to the risk. Still, I do not think, as I said, 
that the chances are more than ten to one against it.” 

“Well, I shall think it over,” Rupert said; “but I must be 
going now, for the boat will be loaded by this time.” 

‘“Why did you encourage Clinton in this mad idea, Easton?” 
Skinner asked after Rupert had left them. 

“T don’t think I did encourage him. I told him the betting 
was ten to one against his coming back alive, and I don’t call 
that encouraging; but I believe it is possible, and I am not at 
all sure that if I were in his place, and the idea had occurred 
to me, that I shouldn’t try to carry it out.” 


CHAPTER XVL 


IN DISGUISE. 


S long as there was a chance that the expedition might 
again advance Rupert did nothing farther, and indeed 

was unable to come to any decision as to his course. He had 
long since received an answer from Captain Clinton to his letter 
written as soon as he was well enough to sit up after arriving 
at Korti, with the news that Edgar had been present with the 
expedition, and was now a prisoner in the hands of the Arabs. 
Captain Clinton wrote in great distress himself, and said that his 
wife was completely prostrated with the news. He said: “I 
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know I need not urge you, Rupert, to use every means to 
obtain some news of Edgar. Draw upon me for any amount, 
however large, that may be necessary for bribing natives to- 
find, and if possible rescue, him. I fear that the latter is hope- 
less. Still, if you see even the most remote chance of it, let no 
question of expense stand in the way.” 

But even the promises of rewards that seemed to them to be 
fabulous failed in eliciting from the spies any information as to 
Kdgar’s whereabouts. He certainly was neither at Berber nor 
at’ Khartoum, nor had the people he was with returned to 
Metemmeh; but beyond this negative information Rupert could 
learn nothing, He continued to work assiduously with his 
interpreter, and by the middle of May he had, after three 
months’ work, made such progress that he was able to converse 
in simple phrases and to understand what was being said by 
the natives around him. 

In the third week in May, on his arrival at Korti, he learned 
that orders had that day been received that the whole force 
was to at once retire, that even Dongola was to be abandoned, 
and that Wady Halfa was to be the highest point on the river 
occupied. That evening he went up to General Buller’s tent. 
The general was still at mess, and Rupert waited outside his 
tent until he returned. He had several times spoken to the 
general on matters of duty. 

‘Who is that?” General Buller asked as he saw a figure 
standing in front of his tent. 

“Clinton, sir. I am particularly anxious to speak to you if 
you can spare me a short time.” 

“Come in,” the general said. ‘What can I do for you? 
Take a seat there.” 

‘You have perhaps heard, sir, that I made the discovery at 
Metemmeh that a brother of mine who had two years and a half 
ago run away from school and enlisted, was the trumpeter 
of the Heavies who was carried off by the Arabs close to 
Metemmeh.” 
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‘Yes, I heard that, Clinton, and was very sorry for you. 
I cannot imagine a more distressing affair.” 

“It was really no fault of his that he ran away, general; he 
was under a misconception altogether, and neither my father 
nor mother blamed him in the slightest. I only say this to 
show that he did not run away from wildness. No one could 
have been steadier than he was. It was a frightful mistake 
connected with his birth which I need not trouble you about. 
We were greatly attached to each other, and my father and 
mother are completely broken down at the thought of his being 
a slave for life in the hands of the Arabs. Now, sir, for the 
last three months I have been working almost day and night at 
the language, and can get on fairly in it.” 

“Yes?” General Buller put in, wondering what was coming 
next. 

“T have come to ask you if you would be good enough to 
ask Lord Wolseley to let me have six months’ leave. My 
intention is to disguise myself, and to go up the country with 
one or two friendly natives. I should pass as being dumb; as 
although I can make myse!f understood in simple matters I 
should, of course, be detected were any native to enter into a long 
conversation with me. I have seen Major Kitchener to-day, and 
he says that he has no doubt he could arrange with one of the 
sheiks for me to go with him, and to travel about the country 
with him until we found my brother. My father has authorized 
me to spend any money that may be required, and I could pay 
high enough to make it well worth the while of any of these 
natives to be faithful. I do not see any reasons why I should 
not succeed. I have been speaking to one of the surgeons, and 
he says that if at any time it is suspected that I am not really 
dumb, I can in half a minute burn my tongue so with caustic 
that if I open my mouth anyone would think I have got some 
disease of the tongue which prevents my speaking. As to the 
disguise, I got Captain Hunter, who sketches capitally, to make 
sketches of the heads of some of these Arabs, I sent these 
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down to a man at Cairo, and I have got up from him a wig 
that will, I think, deceive anyone.” 

‘It is a tremendous risk, Clinton,” General Buller said 
when he concluded; “a tremendous risk, and I don’t know that 
Lord Wolseley would consider himself justified in allowing you 
to attempt it. The idea does you honour, but upon my word 
I do not know what to say to it. It seems a mad scheme, and 
yet I cannot say that it might not succeed. You seem to have 
worked it all out in your own mind. To carry it through 
will require not only pluck but unfailing watchfulness and 
presence of mind. A simple word or a gesture might betray 
you. ” 

“T have thought of all that, sir; but I don’t see any reason 
why it shouldn’t be done. I am quite sure, general, that if you 
had a brother a slave among the Arabs you would not hesitate 
a moment about attempting it.” 

General Buller did not reply, but rising put on his helmet. 

“T will go to the chief and ask him,” he said; “but I don’t 
think he will feel authorized in letting you go.” 

“JT don’t ask him to authorize it officially, sir. I only ask 
for six months’ leave of absence, or even for a month’s leave of 
absence. At the end of that time of course my name would 
be removed from the Army List, but I think, if I ever return, 
T should be reinstated, or if not, I might get a fresh commission 
granted me.” 

“‘Oh, that would be all right! the general would see to that 
Wait here until I come back.” 

In a quarter of a hour General Buller returned. 

‘‘Come with me to the chief's tent,” he said. “I think that 
if you can convince him that you have thought the matter out 
thoroughly, and are prepared at all points, he will give you 
three months’ leave, and will get it renewed as long as there is 
a chance of your turning up alive.” 

Rupert was most kindly received by Lord Wolseley, who 
asked him many questions as to his plans. After he had again 
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explained them Rupert said: ‘‘Major Kitchener has kindly 
promised that if you give me leave he will buy for me two of 
the fast camels. He said there was a party came in yesterday 
with two exceptionally good ones, and that no doubt they 
would sell if a sufficient price were offered. Of course I should 
not think of riding on either of these unless I had to run for 
my life, or until I found my brother, for they would at once 
attract attention. The natives could ride on them, and I should 
have an ordinary camel until the time came to use the fleet 
ones. I have a letter from my father authorizing me to draw 
to any extent; therefore no question of money would interfere 
with my carrying out the plan thoroughly.” 

“T do not know what your father would say to me on my 
return to England should you never get back, Clinton.” 

‘Tt am sure that if my father were here he would approve, 
sir. Of course I shall write him a long letter explaining the 
whole circumstances, and I am as sure as if he stood here that 
he would say that I was perfectly right in making an effort to 
rescue Edgar. I should never be happy again were I to turn 
my face down the river now and leave him to slavery for life 
among the Arabs.” 

“Well, I will strain a point and let you go,” Lord Wolseley 
said. ‘I don’t know whether I am right in doing so, but I 
cannot resist your desire to carry out your scheme for your 
brother's rescue. It is a noble attempt, Clinton, and I honour 
you for undertaking it. When your preparations are complete 
let me see you again. Consider yourself relieved of all duty at 
once.” 

Thanking Lord Wolseley and General Buller for their kind- 
ness Rupert left the tent and returned to his quarters. The 
next morning he went the first thing to Major Kitchener's 
camp and told him that the question of his leave was settled, 
and that he should start as soon as the camels were procured 
and an arrangement could be made with one of the sheiks, 

“Very well, Clinton, I will manage that for you. I expect 


ARRANGEMENTS. 275 


a sheik down in three days who has worked faithfully with us 
since the beginning of the campaign. He is the man I had in 
my eye; he has made journeys to Wady Halfa and to points 
on the Red Sea, and will know that our promises as to pay- 
ments will be kept, and that whatever sum is agreed upon 
would be handed him over at any place to which he may take 
you. In order to prevent any difficulty on that score, I will, 
before you start, give you letters to merchants at Wady Halfa 
and all the ports requesting them to pay the sum we may 
agree upon, upon the presentation of my letter with your sig- 
nature attached. I put it in that way because it is possible 
that you may have to make your way alone into Abyssinia, 
and in that case if you are satisfied with your guide you will 
put your name to the letter and he may then obtain the money 
at whichever port he may go to. All this of course I will 
explain to him. I will get the two camels this morning. They 
are exceptionally good beasts, and the owner will want a very 
long price for them. Camels like these are very rare, but 
they may be the means of saving your life.” 

“I will pay whatever he wants me to, sir; I quite see the 
importance of getting them. I am off duty now, and as the sheik 
is not to arrive for three days I will go down to Dongola. 
There is one of the transport boats starting in half an hour. 
I shall want to lay in a stock of dye. Fortunately, the exact 
colour is not material, for the natives are any shade between 
yellow and black.” 

When Skinner and Easton came in from an evening ride 
they got off their ponies, and Skinner entered his hut. He 
was astonished at seeing a native calmly sitting there with the 
usual wild tangled hair and a dirty cotton cloth wrapped round 
him. For a moment Skinner stood astonished. 

“Well, this is cheek!” he exclaimed. ‘Easton, look here; 
here is a beast of a native squatting in my hut. Sentry, what 
the deuce do you mean by letting a nigger come into my 
hut? Now, then, who are you? What do you want? What 
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do you mean by it? Out you go sharp,or I will break your 
neck !” 

The two young officers, for Easton had joined his friend, 
stood astounded when the native broke into a yell of laughter. 

“He is mad, Easton; he is a mad nigger who has escaped 
from a lunatic asylum!” Skinner exclaimed. ‘Don’t go near 
him; perhaps he bites, and you might get hydrophobia. How 
is this, sentry?” he asked, turning to the soldier, who had come 
up to the door. ‘‘How is it you let this mad nigger come in 
here?” 

“I did not see him come in, sir,” the sentry said; “he must 
have slipped in when my back was turned. I saw an officer 
come in half an hour ago, but I haven’t seen anyone else.” 

“Well, move him out, sentry; prod him up with your 
bayonet if he won't go.” 

The sentry was about to enter the tent when Rupert gasped, 
“That is enough, Skinner; order him out. You will kill me 
with laughing.” 

“Clinton!” The word broke from the lips of Easton and 
Skinner simultaneously, while the sentry almost dropped his 
rifle in surprise at hearing his officer thus addressed in pure 
English by the native. 

“It is all right, sentry, you can go,” Easton said, recovering 
himself first from his astonishment; and then saying as soon 
as they were alone: ‘“ What on earth does this masquerade 
mean, Clinton? have you gone out of your mind?” 

‘Then you think I shall do, Easton?” 

“Do!” Easton repeated, the truth dawning upon him. “You 
don’t mean to say that you are going to carry out that scheme 
you talked about a month since?” 

“Indeed Ido, Easton. I have obtained the chief's permis- 
sion. Major Kitchener is making the arrangements for me, 
and I hope in another three days to be out on the desert again. 
At any rate you will allow that as far as appearances go I can 
pass fairly as a native.” 
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Skinner had not yet spoken. He now walked round and 
round Rupert two or three times, and at last gave vent to his 
feelings: “Well, I am jiggered! There is no doubt about 
your disguise, Clinton, at least if you are Clinton and not a 
nigger who has stolen his voice. Did you ever see such a head 
of hair, Easton ?” 

“Never mind that,” Easton said impatiently; “don’t you 
understand, man, that Clinton is going away among those Arabs 
to search for his brother?” 

“No, I did not understand; in fact I did not hear a word 
that was said. I was too much stunned to do anything but 
stare. And you are really going, Clinton, old fellow?” 

“Yes, I am off to-morrow at daybreak for Korti. There is 
a good strong breeze blowing, and [I shall go up as quickly as 
I came down. There was a delay of three or four days before 
we could get hold of the man I am to go with, if he will take 
me, so I ran down here partly to get some dyes for my skin 
in the bazaar here, but principally to say good-bye to you 
both. My wig, that so astonishes you, Skinner, I had made 
at Cairo and sent up.” 

“Well, there is no fear, Clinton, of anyone recognizing you 
as an Englishman. You may ride in the middle of them from 
here to Khartoum, and they would never suspect you as far as 
looks go. You have abandoned that idea about your tongue, 
I hope$” 

“Yes. I have got a bottle of caustic from one of the sur- 
geons. He put me up toit. He says if I see that I am sus- 
pected, if I slip aside and rub one of these little sticks of caustic 
over my tongue it will make such a sight of it that I have only 
to open my mouth and let them look at it, and they will 
believe readily enough that I have got some frightful disease 
in my tongue and cannot use it. In case of necessity I can 
mumble out a few words, and the state of my mouth will quite 
account for any difficulty they may have in understanding 
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“Will that stuff you have got on your skin wash off?” 
Easton asked. 

“Yes, this will with a little difficulty; but I have got some 
other stuff that my interpreter tells me will only want renew- 
ing once a week or ten days.” 

“Then for goodness’ sake set to and get it off, Clinton, and 
put on your own clothes and let us see you again as you are. 
I don’t seem to be able to talk to you naturally in that disguise, 
and it will be a long time before we get another talk together.” 

Rupert at once set to work with soap, water, and a nail- 
brush, and in a quarter of an hour got his face and hands 
tolerably white. Then he put on his uniform. 

‘Now you are yourself again, Clinton. Sit down and tell 
us all about it. What are your plans?” 

Rupert told him the arrangements that Major Kitchener was 
making for him, and both his companions greatly approved of 
the purchase of the fast camels. ‘That is a capital idea, and 
if you can get a good start with them you may laugh at 
Arabs who are mounted on ordinary camels or on foot; but you 
must mind that there are no fellows with horses about when 
you make your bolt. You see, all these fellows who led the 
attacks were mounted, and I suppose you will find that a few 
of the principal men in every large village have horses. Now 
a horse will go faster than the fastest camel for a bit, although 
the camel will beat him in a long-distance race. What are 
you going to do about arms?” 

‘“‘T cannot take any arms, Easton; they would betray me at 
once.” . 

“You cannot show any, I grant, but there is no reason in 
the world why you shouldn't take a brace of revolvers. They 
could be stowed away easily enough, with a couple of boxes of 
cartridges, somewhere in the saddle. There is room to hide 
anything in one of these great clumsy contrivances. Of course 
pistols would be of no use to you if you are discovered in the 
middle of a tribe or a big town; but if you find your brother, 
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and you make a bolt for it together on these camels and are 
pursued, you could make a pretty good fight against half a 
dozen mounted men, and the betting is against more than that 
getting together, if you had a revolver apiece. I should advise 
you most strongly to take them.” 

“TI think you are right, Easton: I will certainly do so.” 

‘Have you got a brace?” 

‘“‘No, I have only one.” 

“Then you shall have mine, old fellow. What calibre is 
yours?” 
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“Ah! that is the same as mine. I have got a couple of boxes 
of cartridges, and as they are done up in india-rubber they are 
sure to be all right. By the way, is it true that we are all 
-going down? There was a rumour last night that orders had 
come.” 

“Yes, we are to retire to Wady Halfa.” 

“What! and abandon Dongola?” 

Rupert nodded. 

“Then I call it a beastly shame. More than that, I call it a 
downright dishonourable action!” Easton said hotly. ‘Here we 
are going to abandon a town of some twenty thousand inhabitants 
to these fanatics. Not only that, but to give up to their ven- 
geance all the tribes between Wady Halfa and Metemmeh who 
have trusted in our promises, have thrown in their lot with us, 
and have for the last four months been doing all our transport. 
Our fathers used to be proud to call themselves Englishmen, 
but, by Jove, there is very little reason for us to be. That 
Boer business was shameful and humiliating enough, but this 
is worse still. I don’t say that we are bound to go on to 
Khartoum, although it would be the best and cheapest and 
most satisfactory mode in every way of settling this Mahdi 
and ensuring order in the Soudan; but I do think that we are 
bound to hold the river from Korti downwards to protect the 
tribes that have been friendly to us, and to save this town from 
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ruin and desolation. Not only this town, but all the peaceful 
villages down the river. Besides, so long as we are here the 
Arabs will see that the Mahdi is not all-powerful, and may 
sooner or later rise against his tyranny. Well, I never thought 
this campaign was going to end in the disgraceful abandonment 
of the Nile Valley from Korti to Wady Halfa. However,” he 
went on, checking himself suddenly, “it is of no use talking of 
that now; we have got to think about your expedition, which 
to us three is a far more important business. How does your 
Arabic get on?” 

“Fairly well. I don’t say that I can talk a great deal, but 
as I have learnt it by ear I speak with a fair accent, at least so 
Ibrahim says. I have taken particular pains with what you 
may call salutations, such as one man gives another as they 
pass each other on a journey, or what one says on entering a 
house or a village. I can ask for food all right, return thanks 
for hospitality, ask the way, and all that sort of thing; and 
Ibrahim said that in all these things I could pass very well as a 
native, especially as there are slight distinctions and differences 
between the language of. the various tribes. They are a very 
mixed people, of Arab, Egyptian, and Negro blood. So that as 
far as 1t goes my language will pass, and of course every day I 
travel I shall improve. I intend, as I have said, to pretend to 
be dumb whenever we come across strong parties of strangers, and 
my sheik will shield me as much as possible by sending me out 
to look after the camels and to gather wood and to fetch water, 
or on other business, whenever we are with strangers. I really 
think, Easton, I have a very fair chance of getting through it 
without being found out. Major Kitchener tells me that the 
sheik only has two or three of his tribesmen with him, and 
that he has no doubt picked men he can trust to hold their 
tongues, otherwise he would get into a mess when he went 
back again among his people. Of course the men will be 
promised a reward also if I get safely through. The trouble 
on my mind is more the difficulty there will be in finding 
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Edgar and getting him off than about myself. In the first place 
there is no saying as to the direction in which the men who 
have got him have gone. They have probably gone to some 
out-of-the-way place, so as to be out of the way of the Mahdi’s 
people. 

“Tbrahim tells me that there are no people more pig-headed 
than these Arabs, and if they once make up their mind to a 
thing nothing will turn them, That is all the better, as far as 
the risk of Edgar falling into the hands of the Mahdi is con- 
cerned, only it makes it all the more difficult to find him. 
There is no saying where he may have moved to; he may have 
gone far south of Khartoum, he may have pushed away near 
the borders of Abyssinia, he may be within a few miles of 
Suakim, he may be in the desert we crossed. I don’t disguise 
from myself that it is likely to be a long search; but that is 
nothing if I am but successful at last. Of course the great 
thing will be to endeavour to pick up a clue near Metemmeh. 

“The tribe is a very scattered one, and is to be found dis- 
persed among other tribes all the way from Berber to Khar- 
toum on the eastern side of the river, and I hear that there is 
a branch of it who live in the desert to the west. Well, it is 
likely that Edgar’s master will have stopped in some of these 
villages among his own people, if only for a few hours, and it is 
from them I hope to get some clue as to the general direction 
at least in which they were travelling. Unless they disguised 
Edgar, and wrapped him up as a woman, or something of that 
sort, the fact of a white prisoner passing through is certain to 
have caused talk. However, it is impossible to say where or 
how I may find a clue. 

“At any rate I shall stick to it. I shall tell my father, that 
as it may take me a year to find Edgar he need not even 
begin to feel anxious until the end of that time, and that as I 
shall be continually improving in my knowledge of the lan- 
guage, the risk of detection will become less and less every 
month, and that I anticipate no difficulty whatever when the 
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time comes in passing down to Suakim or Massowah, or 
should any difficulty arise in that direction, in either working 
down to Wady Halfa or through Abyssinia.” 

They sat and talked until far into the night, and then 
lay down for a few hours’ sleep, and at daybreak Rupert said 
good-bye to his friends and took his place in the boat, which, 
spreading its sails, rapidly made its way up stream. The two 
friends stood for a long time looking after it. 

“By Jove, Clinton has turned out a fine fellow,” Skinner 
said; “a grand fellow! I hardly thought he had it in him. 
Of course I knew he was plucky, and all that sort of thing; 
but this is a tremendous undertaking.” 

“Tt is,” Easton said. ‘Of course now the die is cast I would 
not say a word last night to discourage him; but the risk is 
tremendous. However he is going about it in the right spirit, 
and somehow I feel almost confident that he will pull through 
it, and that we shall shake his hand in England again. May 
God protect him on his journey !” 

Skinner responded with an earnest Amen, and then they 
walked slowly back to the camp. 

As soon as he arrived at Korti Rupert made his way to 
Major Kitchener’s, and was greeted with a cheery welcome by 
that officer. 

“Things are going well, Clinton. I have bought the two 
riding camels. I was a whole day haggling over the price 
with the chief. J had to pay a stiff price after all, but that I 
expected. But it won’t come quite so heavy, because he 
wanted to take it out in goods, and as we don’t mean to take 
all the things back to the coast again, I got an order from the 
chief for our quarter-master’s department to sell me a lot of rugs, 
cooking pots, and tin goods, and also some powder and ball 
and a dozen muskets. As I get them cheap the camels 
won't cost you more than half what they would if you had 
had to pay in silver for them. In the next place, the sheik 
arrived yesterday afternoon and I had a long talk with him. 
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He is willing enough to undertake the business and to wander 
about with you for as many months as you may choose, and to 
assist you in getting off your brother if you find him, if he 
thinks that you can disguise yourself well enough to pass as a 
native, but of that he is to be the judge. He won't take you 
at any price unless you satisfy him in that respect.” 

“T think I can do that, major,” Rupert said. ‘I will go 
back to my tent and dress now. I took in my two friends of 
the Guards, and I think I can pass inspection even by a native.” 
In half an hour Rupert returned in his native get-up, carrying 
as usual a spear and a sword and two or three knives stuck 
into his girdle. Major Kitchener was inside his tent, and 
Rupert squatted down outside and awaited his coming out. 
When the major issued from his tent his eye fell upon him. 

Hullo!” he said in Arabic, “what do you want? Where 
do you come from?” 

“T am my lord’s servant,” Rupert replied in the same 
language. 

“Yes, that is all very well; but I suppose you want some 
thing.” 

“T am ready to go for my lord to Khartoum, and to bring 
him news.” 

Major Kitchener shook his head. “I don’t want to send 
anyone up at present,” he said; “we know all about it.” 

“Then you think I shall do, major?” Rupert said in English. 

“Bless me!” the officer exclaimed; “is it you, Clinton? I 
did not suspect you for a moment. You will do, lad, you will 
do. The sheik himself won’t know you to be white with that 
wonderful head of hair of yours. It is a splendid imitation. 
One would think you had scalped one of these natives and put 
his hair on. Come along with me. You will see how we shall 
take in the sheik.” 

He went across to a small group of camels by the side of 
which a sheik and two natives were seated talking and gesticu- 
lating violently. The sheik rose to his feet as they came up 
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and began to talk volubly; he was evidently in a rage with , 
his followers, for he pointed to them with open hand and was 
complaining of their conduct. Presently they began to inter- 
ject angry denials, and then sprang to their feet and excitedly 
poured out their view of the question. Rupert could not 
catch a word, and had no idea of the subject of the dispute, 
although he saw that Major Kitchener was listening with 
some amusement. The combat rose higher and higher. At 
Jast, with a sudden gesture, the sheik, who had looked fur- 
tively at this disguised stranger several times, seized the two 
men by the arm and whirled them round until they faced 
Rupert, who was leaning on his spear. ‘ There!” he shouted. 
“Where are the eyes you boast off You say that anyone 
could in a moment detect a white man through his disguises. 
What! are you then blind or idiots that you do not see that 
this is a white man standing lhcre?” The Arabs stood motion- 
less, wondering and incredulous, while the chief broke into a 
triumphant laugh at his own superior sagacity. 

“Ts he white?” one of the men asked, turning to the major. 

“Yes, this is the officer who is to travel with you.” 

“What is it all about, major?” Rupert asked as the three 
natives proceeded to walk round him and examine him from 
every point. 

‘The sheik was declaiming against the obstinacy of his 
followers. He really wants to take you, and was in vain try- 
ing to persuade his men that such clever people as the whites 
could disguise themselves so that they would not be known. 
The two men protested against the risk, and maintained that 
anyone could tell a white from anative a mile off. Really the 
sheik did not suspect you in the slightest, but I thought it 
was well to let him have a triumph over his followers, and so 
as he was going on I gave a little nod towards you and he 
caught it at once; but I could see at first he thought he was 
mistaken, and while the others were having their say I nodded 
to him and said, ‘ Yes it is he.’” 
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With many interjections: “It is wonderful! Can such things 
be! Eyes have never seen it!” the three Arabs had continued 
to gaze at Rupert while the officer was speaking. 

‘Tt is a white man,” the sheik said at last; “there is more 
flesh on his limbs than on those of a young Arab. But who 
ever saw such hair on a white man; by what miracle did it 
grow thus?” 

“It is what is called a wig,” Major Kitchener explained. 
‘‘It was made for him at Cairo; he can take it off and on. 
Take it off, Clinton.” 

Rupert pulled off his wig and stood before them in his 
closely-cropped head. The natives made a step or two back- 
wards in astonishment and awe. 

“The whites are great people,” the sheik said; “they can turn 
2 white man into a black. They can put an Arab’s hair on to 
their heads, so that they can take it on and off like a turban. 
It is well, my lord; we will take the young officer with us; 
but he must remember that though when he is standing still 
he may look so like an Arab that no eyes could detect him, it 
is the movements and the ways and the tongue, and not the 
skin and hair only, that make aman. He will have to keep 
a watch always over himself and be ever careful and prudent, 
for were he discovered it would cost him his life, and would 
go hard with us also for bringing him as a spy into the land.” 

‘We know that, sheik,” Major Kitchener said; “and all 
that has, you know, been considered in the handsome terms 
we have offered you.” 

“Tf he spoke the language as you do, my lord, it would 
be easy.” 

“It will not be long before he does so, sheik; you will see 
that he speaks with a fair accent already. Just suppose that 
you are the sheik of a village and that he has come in to get 
something. Now, Clinton, begin with the usual Arabic saluta- 
tions,” 

Rupert at once addressed the sheik, and the usual ceremonial 
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salutations which precede all conversation were exchanged 
between them. 

“T have wandered from my camp,” Rupert went on; “my 
camel has travelled far, and I am hungry and athirst. I 
would buy meal and dates for my further journey, and a feed 
of grain for the camel,” he continued, with a dozen other sen- 
tences that he had committed to heart and gone over scores of 
times with Ibrahim. 

The sheik nodded his approval. “It is good,” he said. 
“For a time, as you have said, he will not talk, but will go as 
an afflicted one who has lost his speech, but even now he 
could pass through a village with us without exciting suspicion. 
We will take him. What say you?” he asked his followers, 
who replied together, ‘‘ We will take him.” 

Then there was a long discussion in Arabic between the 
sheik and Major Kitchener. ‘He has seen your camels,” the 
major said turning to Rupert, “and wants them thrown into 
the bargain when it is all over. I have told him that this is 
quite out of the question. The terms I have already agreed 
upon are ten times as high as he could earn with his camels 
in any other way; besides it is, as I pointed out to him, pro- 
bable that you and your brother may have to ride away alone 
on the camels. But I have said that if you should arrive 
together at any port or place where the sum agreed upon can 
be paid to him, and if you are thoroughly satisfied with the way 
in which you have been treated, you will let him have them, 
deducting from the amount to be paid half the sum that you 
have just given for them, and as you paid for them in goods 
that will really be about the price they cost you.” 

“That will be an excellent arrangement,” Rupert said; “the 
hope of getting the camels at the end of the journey will 
certainly be a great inducement to him to be faithful. I 
know that the Arabs think as much of these fast camels as we 
do of race-horses at home. And will you tell him too that 
if we have to leave him and take the camels, I will see that 
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they are left, to be given up to him on his arrival, at some 
place he may name. I think that it would be as well that he 
should feel that he will get the camels anyhow in addition to 
payment; otherwise the temptation to seize them might be so 
great that he might get rid of me on the first opportunity.” 

“Yes, that would be as well, Clinton. A pair of such camels 
as these are certainly a great temptation to an Arab, I have 
great faith in this man, for he was very highly recommended 
to me by some Egyptian merchants at Cairo who had travelled 
with him right down to the great lakes. At the same time 
it is always better to throw no temptation in people’s way. 
He wanted a portion of the money down, but I would not 
hear of this. I said that he knew he was certain of it when 
the duty was performed, and that therefore there was no 
reason whatever for his making any demand beforehand, 
except that he should have a sum just sufficient and no more 
to enable him to pay any expenses he might incur for his own 
food and that of the camels. That is little enough: dates, 
meal, a kid sometimes for the men, and an occasional feed 
of grain for the camels, who as a rule pick up their own living 
except when engaged on hard work.” 

What Rupert had said was explained to the sheik, who, 
although he showed little outward satisfaction, was evidently 
pleased with the prospect of some day owning the two fast 
camels. There was now a long discussion between Major 
Kitchener and the sheik as to the best route to be pursued, 
and the probabilities as to the course that Edgar’s captors had 
followed, and then the conference broke up, the sheik saying 
his camels required another two days’ rest, and that on the 
third day at daybreak he should be ready to start. At the 
last moment Rupert suggested, that as the Arabs had, they 
said, two spare camels before, and would now have three, he 
should present them with a sufficient load of rugs, powder, and 
other things they valued to form light loads for the three spare 
animals. There would be nothing suspicious in their possess- 
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ing such goods, as many of the loaded camels had, especially 
on the night march to Metemmeh, strayed away or fallen, and 
their loads had been plundered by the Arabs. For twenty 
pounds he could get from the quarter-master’s stores plenty of 
goods for the purpose, and as these could be used for barter 
it would obviate the necessity of carrying silver. The offer 
added to the good temper of the sheik and his followers, and 
as Rupert walked back to Major Kitchener’s tent with him 
the latter said, “I think, Clinton, you have won your fellows 
fairly over. I could see by the way they discussed the routes 
to be followed, that they have got thoroughly interested 
in the matter themselves, and will throw themselves heartily 
into it. J really think you have a very fair chance of getting 
through this business safely. I did not think so when you 
first proposed it to me, but the difficulties seem to have disap- 
peared as we have gone on; and now that I have seen you in 
disguise, I think that, unless from some unforeseen accident, 
or some forgetfulness on your own part, there is no reason why 
you should not travel with those Arabs from end to end of the 
Soudan.” 


CHAPTER XVIL 
A RUNAWAY SLAVE. 


EGROES have an immense respect for strength, and the, 

to him, astounding manner in which Edgar had struck 
down his comrade as by a stroke of lightning completely cowed 
the other negro, and he resumed his work with Edgar with 
an air of timidity; but he soon recovered from this, and before 
long was laughing and joking at the speed with which the 
bucket was being raised and emptied, the water pouring out 
at a rate vastly exceeding that usually achieved by their 
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leisurely movements. Indeed, he entered heartily into the fun 
of the thing, repeating Edgar’s English words of “ Now, then, 
up she goes!” “ Over with her!” and working until the perspir- 
ation rolled down his black skin as fast as it did down Edgar's 
white one. The other man had thrown himself down by the 
trough, and lay there bathing his face with water till at an 
angry shout from the sheik he rose to his feet and joined in 
the work sullenly and silently. 

“There is no great harm done,” Edgar said cheeringly to 
him. ‘You had no beauty to spoil, so you will be none the 
worse that way. You have had a lesson, and it will do you 
good. I daresay we shall get on very well together in future.” 
Hamish gave an angry growl; he was in no mood for a recon- 
ciliation, and continued to work silently until the sun went 
down. As soon as it sunk below the sand-hills the negroes 
ceased work, and signified to Edgar that their time of labour 
was over. 

The sheik had several times looked out from his tent to see 
how the work was getting on. ‘My capture was indeed a 
fortunate one, Amina,” he said. ‘‘ Never did I see men work 
as they have done this afternoon. Three times the usual 
amount of water has been poured over the field; truly he is a 
treasure.” 

When the slaves had ceased work they went to the lower 
end of the valley, where, on some ground covered with coarse 
grass, separated from the growing crops by a thorn hedge, a 
herd of goats and some twenty camels were grazing, and pro- 
ceeded to milk the females. Edgar was a passive spectator, 
for the animals all showed their aversion to his white skin, and 
would not let him approach them. When the work was over 
they returned to the tents with the calabashes of milk, and 
were rewarded for their extra work with large platefuls of 
meal. Before eating his share Edgar filled a tin pannikin 
Amina had given him for his special use with water, boiled it 


over the fire, and dropped in a spoonful of tea, and going up 
(650 ) 
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to Amina asked for a little milk, which she readily gave him, 
surprised that a spoonful or two was all that he required. 

“Tf I use it sparingly,” he said to himself as he sat down to 
his meal, “that ten pounds of tea will last me over a year, 
and before it is gone I hope I shall see some way of getting 
off.” As soon as he had finished it the woman whose child 
was ill came to him and took him off to see her. She was, 
as even Edgar could see, better; her skin was soft and her 
pulse was quieter, but she was evidently very weak. The 
woman held out a bowl of the arrow-root, and signified that 
she would not eat it, which Edgar was not surprised at, for it 
was thick and lumpy. 

“I suppose the water didn’t boil,” he said to himself. “No 
wonder the poor little beggar cannot eat that stuff I should 
think the Liebig would be the best for her, at any rate better 
than this stuff. I will get a tin or two from Amina, or rather 
she had better get it; I don’t want to be always asking for 
things.” 

He had noticed where he had thrown the little pot the even- 
ing before, brought it to the woman, and then pointing to the 
sheik’s tent said, ‘ You fetch.” 

The woman understood and went off, and presently returned 
with two of the pots. Boiling water was required. This is 
not an item to be found in an Arab tent. Edgar therefore 
boiled some in his own tin over the fire in front of the sheik’s 
tent, and showed the woman how much of the paste was to be 
used and how much water. When this was made he asked 
her for milk; this also he boiled and made some arrow-root, 
and told the woman to give that and the Liebig alternately 
every three or four hours. The benefit the child had received 
had created a most tavourable impression towards Edgar in 
the community, and several of them came round him as he left 
the tent to ask for medicine. Edgar was sorely puzzled, and 
determined that if he could do no good he would certainly 
dono harm. He thought it likely that most of the illnesses 
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were imaginary, “For why,” he said to himself as he looked 
at three of them who were all placing their hands on their 
stomachs and twisting about to show that they were suffering 
great pain, “should they be all bad together?” There was 
in the chest a large bottle of pills marked “blue-pills,” and 
of these he gave two to each applicant. 

One case of those who applied was of a very different char 
acter. It was a boy some fifteen years old. He crawled 
up on his hands and knees, and sitting down took off some 
bandages and showed him his leg. It was terribly inflamed 
from the instep up to the knee, with a great sloughing wound 
that showed the bone for two or three inches. It was evi- 
dently the result of a serious graze, perhaps caused by falling 
on to a sharp rock. Had it been attended to at first it would 
have been trifling, but doubtless the boy thought nothing of it 
and had continued to get about as usual. The sand and dirt had 
got into the wound, inflammation had set in, and the leg was 
now in a very serious state. 

Edgar felt a little more certain of his ground this time, for 
he remembered that one of the fellows at River-Smith’s house 
had had a bad leg after a severe kick on the shin at football, 
and he knew what had been done for it. The lad’s father, 
who was one of the elderly men who had remained in camp, 
had accompanied him. Edgar told him that, in the first place, 
he wanted a good deal of water made hot. The chest con- 
tained a half-gallon bottle of carbolic acid, and searching among 
the smaller bottles Edgar found one containing caustic. When 
the lad’s father returned with the hot water, Edgar bathed the 
wound for a long time; then he poured a little of the acid into 
a calabash of cold water, dipped a piece of cotton cloth into it, 
folded it several times, and laid it on the wound, then wrapped 
another cloth soaked in water round and round the limb, and 
explained as well as he could to the father that as often as the 
bandage became dry the one must be dipped in the calabash 
with the lotion, the other in water, and applied again. For 
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two or three days this treatment was continued, and then 
Edgar burned the unhealthy surfaces with caustic, continuing 
the carbolic poultices. 

In a week the inflammation had greatly abated, and the sore 
assumed a healthy aspect. The process of healing would in 
England have been a long and tedious work, but in the dry 
air of the desert it healed with a rapidity that surprised 
Edgar, and in a fortnight the boy was able to walk again. 
The girl too had gained strength rapidly, and Edgar was 
regarded in the encampment as a Hakim of extraordinary skill; 
and even the children who had at first shouted Kaffir after 
him, and thrown stones at him whenever they could do so 
unobserved, now regarded him with something like awe, while 
the friends of the boy and girl showed him many little kind- 
nesses, often giving him a bowl] of camels’ milk, a handful of 
dates, or a freshly-baked cake of meal. With one of the negro 
slaves he got on very well. He could not be persuaded to 
continue to work with the energy which he had displayed the 
first afternoon, but he seconded Edgar’s efforts fairly, and his 
merry talk and laughter, although he could understand but a 
small portion of what he said, cheered Edgar at his toil. 

The other negro remained sullen and hostile. For some days 
after his encounter with Edgar his face was so swollen up that 
he was scarcely able to see. He would have been compelled 
to work as usual, for humanity is not a characteristic of the 
Arabs; but Edgar told the sheik’s wife that if the man was 
forced to work at present he would be very ill, and that he 
must for a time remain quiet and apply bandages soaked in hot 
water to his face. Under this treatment the swelling gradually 
abated, but the nose did not resume its normal shape, the 
bridge having been broken by Edgar’s blow. Any presents 
that the latter received in the way of milk or other articles of 
food he shared with the negroes, the allowance of food served 
out being very scanty and of the coarsest description. 

“ Kaffirs are dogs,” the sheik said to his wife as he one day 


HE BRINGS GOOD LUCK.” 293 


saw Edgar dividing some milk and dates with the others; “ but 
there is good in them. That Muley,” for so they had named 
Edgar, “divides all that is given him with the others, even 
giving Hamish a share. I could understand his giving it to 
the other, so that he might do some of his work for him, but 
not to Hamish, who I can see has not forgiven him that 
blow.” 

‘“‘T don’t think the other does his work for him,” Amina said. 
‘He works for me of a morning and then goes into the fields; 
and when I watch them to see that they are doing their work 
it seems to me that he does more than any of them.” 

‘“‘He does,” the sheik agreed; “he is a willing slave. I am 
glad I did not give him up to the Mahdi. Kaffir as he is, I 
think he brings good luck to the village. If he would change 
his religion and follow the Prophet I would adopt him as my 
son, seeing that you have only girls.” 

Edgar made very rapid progress with the language. It was 
well for him that he had picked up a few words and sentences 
at Suakim and Cairo, for this enabled him to make far more 
rapid progress than he would have done had he been ignorant 
of the language. He attempted to keep up a constant con- 
versation with the negro, and although the latter often went 
into screams of laughter at his mistakes he was ready to help 
him, correcting his errors and repeating sentences over and 
over again until he was able to pronounce them with a proper 
accent. In two months he was able to converse with tolerable 
fluency, and the sheik was meditating broaching the subject of 
his conversion to him when an event occurred that for a time 
gave him other matters to think of. 

One morning when the encampment woke Hamish was found 
to be missing, and it was ere long discovered that the best 
camel in the encampment had been stolen, and that two water- 
skins had been taken from the sheik’s tent, and a perfect hubbub 
arose in the village when this became known. The sheik 
seizing a stick fell upon the other negro and showered blows 
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upon him, exclaiming that he must have known of and aided 
his companion in his flight, although he declared he had not 
the least idea of his intentions. As soon as his first burst of 
rage was over the sheik ordered four of the best camels to be 
saddled and water-bottles to be filled. 

“The fellow must be mad,” he said as he walked up and 
down before his tent; “he must know that he cannot escape; 
he would be known as a slave by the first people he comes 
upon, and it would only be a change of masters, and he would 
be long before he finds one so gentle as I have been with 
him.” 

“I do not think he has gone away to make a change in 
masters,” Amina said. ‘It is worse than that, I fear.” 

‘What is it, Amina? What do you mean?” 

“T fear that he has made for Khartoum to report that you 
have a white slave here. He hates Muley, and I think that it 
is to obtain vengeance on him that he has fled.” 

*‘ You are right, Amina; that is what the son of Sheitan in- 
tends to do. Quick! bring up those camels,” he roared. 

Three of the men were ordered to accompany him. Then 
he gave orders that the rest of the camels should be loaded at 
once with his goods, the valuables of the village, and a portion 
of the crops, and that they should start without delay to the 
oasis of Wady El Bahr Nile, or the valley of the Dry River, 
two days’ journey to the west, driving with them the herd of 
goats. 

“Tf I do not catch him we must break up the douar,” he 
said, “and all who do not wish to be found here by the Mahdi’s 
men had best be in readiness to start when we return. Let 
half a dozen men and women go to the wady to look after the 
goats and guard the property. The camels must be brought 
back as soon as they get there.” 

Ten minutes later he and his three companions had disap- 
peared from sight over the brow of the nearest sand-hill, while 
all in the encampment were busy in preparing for their depar- 
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ture. A camel was allotted to each of the ten tents of which 
the camp consisted; three camels were claimed by Amina for 
the sheik’s possessions; the remaining six were to carry the 
food. All who were not engaged were at once set to work 
gathering the maize that was fit to pluck and cutting and tying 
up into bundles the forage for the camels. 

In three hours a great change had been effected in the ap- 
pearance of the little valley. The sheik’s tent and three others 
remained standing, but the rest were levelled to the ground, 
their occupants preferring to start at once rather than risk 
being caught by the Mahdists, It was mid-day when the party 
started. Edgar could hardly help smiling at the appearance 
the camels presented, each animal being almost hidden by the 
pile of baggage, bundles, cooking-pots, and articles of all kinds, 
at the top of which were perched a woman and two or three 
children. The men walked, as did many of the younger women 
and boys and girls, 

It would be a fatiguing journey, for they would travel with- 
out a halt until morning, then rest until the sun was low again, 
and again journey all night, when they would reach the wells 
soon after daybreak. As it was but a two days’ journey the 
camels carried far heavier loads than would have been placed 
upon them had it been one of longer duration. Amina took 
the lead in the whole matter. She gave orders to the men, 
scolded the women, and saw that everything was done in 
order. 

“Do you think that the sheik has any chance of catching 
Hamish?” Edgar asked her as they stood together watching the 
retreating line of camels. 

She shook her head. 

“ Very little,” she said, ‘‘ unless the camel breaks down, which 
is not likely, or he misses the track. When he once gains the 
cultivated land he will turn the camel adrift and will make his 
way on foot to Khartoum. He will avoid all villages where he 
might be stopped and go straight to the city, where he will tell 


296 ‘Si WILL NEVER GO BACK.” 


his story to the first officer of the Mahdi he meets. If the 
sheik does not overtake him before he gets beyond the limit of 
the desert he will pursue no further. It would be useless. 
He would never find him in the fields, where he might lie down 
among the crops. It would only be waste of time to search for 
him.” 

‘‘Does Hamish know of the other wady ?” 

She nodded. ‘It may be that the Mahdists will not follow 
further. It will depend upon the orders they have received. 
Of course we shall leave someone here to watch, and if they 
start for the wady he will bring us news before they get there.” 

‘“‘ Are there any other wells?” 

“None nearer than six days’ journey to the south. Then 
there is a great cultivated country with many villages and 
towns, but the journey would be terrible. Ido not know what 
we shall do. But do not be afraid, Muley; whatever we do 
you will not be given up until the last thing. When my lord 
once sets his face one way he never turns it. He has said the 
Mahdi shall not have you, for you are his captive and none 
other's, and he will never go back from that.” 

“You have been very good to me,” Edgar said, “and I would 
rather run my own risk than that suffering and perhaps death 
should fall upon the women and children of the douar.” 

‘My lord will never hear of it,” she said. ‘ When he has 
said a thing he has said it. There is nothing to do now but 
to wait until we learn what force is coming against us. There 
is another encampment of the tribe in a wady two days’ jour- 
ney to the north, and we may summon help from there if the 
party is not too strong. The great thing will be to kill Hamish, 
for the Wady El Bahr Nile is known only to a few of our own 
tribe, and were he not with them they would not be able to 
find their way there. Even this wady is known to few, for it 
lies altogether beyond the track of caravans. But now there 
is nothing to do but to wait until my lord returns. It will be, 
I think, on the fourteenth day. You were eight days coming 
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across the desert. They will do it in six but will be eight on 
their return, for there will be no occasion for haste. Hamish 
will take two more days to get to Khartoum; it may be a day 
or two before a party is sent out from there, and they will take 
ten days getting here, so that it should be some days at least 
after my lord’s return before they appear.” 

‘“‘T am sorry, indeed, to have been the cause of so much 
trouble falling upon you,” Edgar said. 

“Tt is not your fault. It was the will of Allah that you 
should be brought here. But anyhow we should not have 
stopped here much longer. We have been here six months 
now, and my lord was saying but a few days since that as soon 
as the rest of the crops were gathered he should send those who 
are not fit to travel to El] Bahr Nile, and should leave you there 
and should start with the camels to Khartoum, sell our crops 
there, and then carry merchandise to El-Obeid or some other 
distant place. He has been waiting for things to settle down; 
we have only been stopping here so long because trade has 
been stopped by the siege of Khartoum, and since then he has 
not ventured to go there lest his camels should be seized by the 
Mahdi; but, as he said, he must risk something. Of what use 
is it to have camels if you do not employ them. They are 
getting fat and lazy; never have they had so long a rest before. 
It matters nothing our having to leave this wady. The worst 
is that the Mahdi will be set against us, and that we shall have 
to move away far from here to get trade.” 

“Tt is possible that at the present time Khartoum 1s in the 
hands of the English,” Edgar said. ‘‘ We have heard no news 
from without since I came here three months ago now, and by 
this time our expedition may have arrived there and the 
Mahdi’s power may be altogether broken.” 

“T hope it may be so,” the woman said; ‘before the Mahdi 
came the country was peaceful and prosperous; there was 
employment and trade for our camels, and all went about their 
occupations unmolested. Now everything is changed; trade is 
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at an end, the villages are destroyed, and the fields deserted. 
I know not how it will end. If the tribes would all turn to- 
gether against them they would soon drive them out of the 
land. But there is no hope of this; we have our own quarrels, 
and cannot unite even when everything is at stake. The Mahdi 
may be the Mahdi, but what is that to us? He tells his 
followers that he will lead them to conquer Egypt, and to go 
to Jerusalem and Roum (Constantinople). But how is he to 
do it when a handful of white soldiers defeated thousands of 
his men in the desert? What would it be were he to meet 
a great army of them? It is one thing to fight the Egyptians 
as they did at El-Obeid, but another when it is your soldiers. 
I hear that multitudes of Osman Digma’s men were slain down 
by the sea, and yet they say they fought well.” 

“They did fight well,” Edgar said. ‘I was there and saw 
it; no men could have been braver; but we have terrible 
weapons, and it was impossible for them to stand against them. 
The Mahdi may say what he likes, but there is no more chance 
of his taking Egypt as long as we stay there than there is of 
his flying.” 

“Well, well!” the woman said, ‘it will be as Allah chooses. 
You do not believe in Allah, Muley, you are a Kaffir.” 

“TI beg your pardon,” Edgar said; ‘‘ we and you worship the 
same God. We call him God, and you call him Allah; but 
it is the same. Your Prophet acknowledges Moses and Christ 
to be prophets. The only difference between us is that you 
believe that Mohammed was also a prophet, and the greatest 
of all, while we do not acknowledge that, but in other respects 
there is no great difference between us.” 

“My lord will talk to you, Muley; I am but a woma, and 
these things are not for us.” 

Each morning one of the boys remaining at the douar was 
sent up to the crest of the sand-hills, and there remained all day 
on watch. At the end of the thirteenth day the sheik’s wife 
gave orders that everything should be in readiness for instant 
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departure. The camels had returned on the previous day from 
El Bahr Nile, having made two journeys there and back, and 
were now ready for a fresh departure. There was a further 
cutting of the crops until as much was gathered as would, 
with the remaining tents and goods, make up a full load for 
the camels, for as the party had not arrived it was almost 
certain that they had not succeeded in overtaking the fugitive. 
On the evening of the thirteenth day a shout from the boy on 
the hill proclaimed that he saw figures coming. 

‘‘How many of them?” one of the men shouted to him. 

“There are five camels, but only four of them are ridden.” 

There was a shout of satisfaction. This looked as if the 
party had overtaken the fugitive, in which case they would 
have brought the camel back and left the body of Hamish in 
the desert. 

A shout of welcome greeted the chief as he rode up. “ You 
have overtaken him, El Bakhat, I see; Bishmillah, God be 
praised, we are safe from the trouble the treacherous dog 
would have brought upon us!” 

The sheik shook his head. ‘‘ The son of Sheitan has escaped. 
We caught sight of him just at the edge of the desert, having 
ridden with scarce an hour’s rest from the time we started. 
As soon as we did so Aboo and myself dismounted and started 
in pursuit; but he must have seen us as soon as we caught 
sight of him, for when we came up to his camel it was alone. 
We followed him to the edge of the cultivated lands, but the 
grass was long and the crops stood in some places as high as 
our heads, and it would have been useless searching for him, so 
we brought the camels on, gave them water and a night's 
halt to fill themselves in the fields, and then started back. 
Has all been well?” 

“All has been well,” his wife replied. “The camels made 
three journeys, have rested, and are ready to start afresh. We 
have cut down as much as they can carry, and have indeed 
left but little remaining.” 
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“We will start the day after to-morrow,” the sheik said. 
“Our camels need a rest, and time does not press. Before we 
leave the wady we will set fire to the dry stalks and grass. 
There is little that will not burn. We must destroy all that 
we can, so that when they arrive here in search of us they shall 
not be able to sit down here, but must turn and travel back 
with all speed, unless they decide to push on in pursuit of us 
to Wady El Bahr Nile.” 

Two days later the tents were struck and the camels loaded 
up; then when they had moved away, the dried grass and corn 
stalks were fired at the windward end of the valley and ina 
few minutes the flames swept along in a broad sheet, and in a 
quarter of an hour a coating of gray ashes covered the soil 
where lately the encampment with its surroundings of cultiva- 
tion stood. Two of the men were left behind with fast camels. 
They were to leave the animals a mile from the camp on its 
northern side, so that they would neither be on the line by 
which the enemy would come or that leading to the wady. 
They had forage for their camels and food for themselves for 
a fortnight. One was to remain by the camels, the other to 
keep watch concealed among the sand-hills near the well. 

If an enemy was seen approaching the watcher was to return 
at once to the camels, take his own animal, and ride to the 
wady with news as to their strength; the other was to remain 
on watch until they either retired or set out on the track of 
the fugitives, when he was to push forward with all speed with 
the news. A messenger was also sent off to the douar to the 
north saying that an expedition of the Mahdi’s men was on its 
way out to plunder and destroy the encampments of the tribe, 
and begging them to send to El Bahr Nile all their fighting 
men in order that the dervishes should have such a lesson 
that they would be well content to leave the tribes alone in 
future. 

As before, the women and children were perched on the 
summit of their household goods on the top of the camels. 
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Contrary to their usual custom most of the men walked, as the 
camels were loaded to the full extent of their powers. 

Edgar had manufactured for himself, soon after his arrival 
at the camp, a pair of sandals from the skin of a goat that had 
been killed for food, and he was therefore able to keep up with 
the camels with comfort. As it was considered that there was 
no occasion for hurry, and as the camels were very heavily laden, 
three days instead of two were devoted to the journey, and 
even then it was a very fatiguing one for those on foot. On 
arriving at E] Bahr Nile Edgar found that the oasis was much 
smaller than that they had quitted. The soil was rocky, and 
although there were two large pools of clear water there was 
but little ground round them in any way suitable for cultiva- 
tion. Acacias and other shrubs, however, grew thickly down 
the valley, showing that there was a certain amount of moisture 
below the surface. The tents were soon erected by the side of 
those of the first party, and when the fires were lighted and 
the camels unloaded, taken to the water and then turned loose 
to browse among the trees, the place assumed a home-like 
appearance. 

‘You can shoot, Muley,” the sheik said to Edgar. “If I 
give you a gun will you fight against these dervishes?” 

“Certainly I will, sheik.” 

“Your guns carry a long way; they are wonderful weapons. 
At Metemmeh men were killed two miles away.” 

“Yes, they are good weapons, sheik, and I wish I had one 
of them here, for I am afraid I should not be able to do much 
with your guns.” 

The sheik turned to his wife: “Fetch out that Kaffir gun, 
Amina.” And to Edgar’s surprise she brought out from the 
tent a Martini rifle and a pouch filled with cartridges. This 
gun had been found strapped on to one of the camels that had 
been captured, and the sheik had appropriated it for his own 
use, concealing it in one of the bales, so that Edgar had not 
noticed it when the camels were unloaded. 
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‘“‘T do not understand it,” the sheik said; “it is much stranger 
to me than our guns would be to you. I tried to put these brass 
things with the bullet sticking out into it, but they would not 
go into the barrel. You shall show me how to use it, but if 
the dervishes come I will hand it to you, for you understand 
it and will do much better with it than I should; but show 
me how it works.” 

The sheik’s astonishment was great when Edgar pushed the 
lever, opened the breech, inserted a cartridge, and closing the 
breech said that it was now loaded and could be fired at once. 

“Fire at that rock,” he said, “and then load again as quickly 
as you can.” 

Edgar did so, and in a few seconds was again ready to fire. 

“ Tnshallah!” the sheik exclaimed, “ but it is wonderful. No 
wonder that they tell me that the roar of the guns was like 
never-ceasing thunder, and that the sound of one shot could 
not be heard from another. Can you take out the cartridge 
without firing?” 

Edgar showed him how this was done, and the sheik then 
repeatedly loaded and unloaded the gun until he could manip- 
ulate it quickly. ‘And what is this thing?” he asked, touching 
the back sight. 

Edgar explained to him that the sight was raised or lowered 
according to the distance of the object to be aimed at. 

“The Franks are wonderful men,” the sheik said gravely; 
“if they had but the true faith, and Allah was with them, no 
one could stand against them. When the ammunition is used 
up can you make more?” 

Edgar shook his head. 

“If I had caps to fit in here and a mould for the bullets I 
could refill these cases two or three times, but after that they 
would be useless. Powerful machinery is used for making 
these cases. It might be possible to have them made by hand 
by a skilled worker in brass in Khartoum, but it would be very 
expensive, and I am afraid, sheik, when the ammunition is 
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gone the gun would be useless unless you can procure some more 
cartridges from traders in Egypt; unless, indeed, my country- 
men have retaken Khartoum, in which case I could obtain for 
you any quantity of cartridges.” 

“Your countrymen have retired to Korti,” the sheik said. 

Edgar gave a cry of disappointment. He had feared that 
when the news of Gordon’s death was known the expedition 
might be abandoned; but he had still retained some hope that 
it might advance to Khartoum. The news that they had already 
fallen back to Korti came as a shock. 

“How did you learn the news, sheik?” he asked presently. 
“You did not say that you had spoken to anyone.” 

“Yes, we went a little way into the fields in hopes of catch- 
ing sight of Hamish, and came upon two peasants who were 
gathering the crop. They had seen nothing of the negro. 
Upon questioning them as to what was going on at Khartoum 
they said that the Mahdi was still all-powerful; that the Kaffirs 
had fallen back from Metemmeh and were scattered along the 
river between Korti and Dongola; and that the Mahdi had an- 
nounced that his forces would ere long advance, conquer Egypt, 
and destroy the Kaffirs,” 

“Do you mean to wait for the attack of the Mahdi’s men 
here or to go to meet them?” Edgar asked after a long pause. 

“If they come here too numerous to fight we must fly; but 
if they are not too strong we will give them battle here. Why 
should we go to meet them?” 

“It is for you to decide,” Edgar said. “I know nothing of 
your Arab ways of fighting. But it seemed to me that it might 
be better, if they are not altogether too strong, to meet them 
as near the other wells as we can.” 

‘But why so, Muley? They would have water close to them 
and we should have none, If one was wounded he would have 
to be carried a long distance. Why do you advise that we 
shoula fight them there?” 

“You told me, sheik, that the existence of this well was only 
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known to you and your people and a small section of the 
tribe.” 

‘That is so, Muley. It is a secret that has been well guarded. 
The wady has served as a retreat many times in our history.” 

“If they come on and any of them go back again the secret 
will be a secret no longer,” Edgar said. ‘It is for this reason 
that I thought that we had better go out and meet them. 
There is but one man with them who knows the way hither, 
and against him our balls should be all directed. If we kill 
him they would be without a guide and would be unable to find 
the way, for they would never venture into this desert knowing 
that if they failed to find our well they might all perish for 
want of water.” 

“You speak well,” the sheik said. ‘I had not thought of 
this; but I see that your plan is a good one. As soon as I learn 
that they have arrived at the wells we will set out to meet them 
unless their force is altogether too strong for us.” 

On the seventh day after their arrival at the wady the mes- 
senger who had been despatched for aid returned. His news 
was that the greater part of the men were away; they were ex- 
pected in a few days, but it might be a week or more before 
they came back. The sheik was unwilling to send off the few 
men at the douar, but promised that as soon as his main force 
returned he would set out with the whole strength of his fight- 
ing men to their assistance. 

Upon the following morning one of the men left to watch 
the wells also returned. He had come through without stop- 
ping, and reported that late in the evening before he left he 
and his companions had seen a line of camels with some horse- 
men coming towards the wells. He had waited until morning 
in order to discover their force; he put it down as forty men. 

“That is very bad news,” the sheik said. ‘We can only 
muster eighteen fighting men, and some of these are old and 
others mere lads. They are two to one against us, and if we 
were beaten and forced to fly their horsemen would overtake 
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us and destroy us. Think it over, Muley; you are full of ex- 
pedients.” : 

‘‘How many men do you expect to get from the other 
douar ?” 

‘Their encampment is the same size as ours; they are sure 
to leave some of the old men to guard it, perhaps fifteen will 
come. That will make our force nearly equal to theirs, and we 
might defend this wady, though I doubt it, but I am sure that 
they would beat us easily in the desert. They are almost all 
armed with the rifles that they took at El-Obeid from Hicks 
Pasha’s men, and will have found an abundance of arms at 
Khartoum; besides, these dervishes fight desperately. The 
faith they have in the Mahdi gives them strength and courage; 
they do not care whether they die or live, and doubtless picked 
men have been sent on the expedition. I fear there is nought 
before us but flight, unless you with your knowledge of the 
Frank method of war can hit upon some plan.” 

“JT will think it over, sheik, but at present I see no way in 
which we can withstand them. We might, of course, cut down 
trees and make so strong a fort here that we might beat them 
off; but in that case they might return in much greater numbers, 
therefore it seems to me that if we fight we must fight at the 
other wady.” 

“Then we cannot fight at all,” the sheik said decisively. 
“There are two to one against us, and it would be madness to 
attack them when they could with their horsemen cut off all 
retreat.” 

“T will think, sheik,” Edgar said, rising and walking away. 

In half an hour he returned. ‘I have thought of a plan, 
sheik, but it is not without great danger.” 

“T care not for danger,” the sheik said, “so that it be but 
possible,” 

“My idea is this: that we should load up all your camels 
with closely-pressed bundles of forage; then that we should 


advance a day’s march across the desert; and there that we 
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should form a zareba. With the forage we should, of course, 
take water-skins with us, with sufficient to last for at least a 
week. I should send the camels back again as soon as they are 
unloaded, and should order those who remained behind to load 
all their goods upon them and to set out either for the other 
douar of your tribe or for the villages to the south. I should 
send a messenger to the other douar to say that we are going 
to defend the zareba to the last and praying them to come at 
once to our rescue, promising the moment they appear to sally 
out and fall upon the dervishes while they attack them in rear. 
Your messenger should point out that before they arrive a 
number of the enemy will certainly have fallen in their attack 
upon us, and we shall, therefore, be decidedly superior to them 
in point of numbers.” | 

“The plan is a bold one,” the sheik said; “but do you think 
that it would be possible for us to defend the zareba?” 

“T think so, sheik. It need be but a small one some twelve 
feet square inside. They will have to cross the open to attack 
us, and outside we can protect it by a facing of prickly shrubs.” 

“We will do it!” the sheik said in a tone of determination, 
springing to his feet. ‘‘One can but die once, and if we succeed 
it will be a tale for the women of our tribe to tell for all time.” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE ZAREBA. 


O sooner had the sheik decided to carry out Edgar’s plan 
than he rapidly issued his orders. In five minutes the 
whole of the inhabitants of the douar were at work, the boys 
going out to fetch the camels, the men cutting down the long 
grass near the well and laying it in great bundles very tightly 
pressed together, the women cooking a large supply of flat 
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cakes for the party. In two hours the preparations were com- 
pleted and the twenty men moved off from the oasis. They 
travelled until ten o’clock in the evening. By the light of the 
moon, which was four days short of full, the sheik and Edgar 
selected a point for the erection of the zareba. It was a patch 
of rock cropping up from the summit of a sand-hill that 
fell away from it on all sides, and was just about the size re- 
quired for the zareba. The camels were unloaded and the 
bundles of forage laid down side by side and formed into a 
square, the wall being some four feet thick and two feet high. 
The whole party, including the boys who were to take back the 
camels, then set to work to cut thorny bushes. These were 
piled thickly at the foot of the rock all round, being kept in 
their places by stakes driven into the sand and by ropes inter- 
lacing them. The work was only completed just as daylight 
broke. 

“T don’t think,” Edgar said, walking round the little fort, 
“that any men can get through this hedge of thorns until they 
have pulled it away piece by piece, and that, with us lying in 
shelter above and firing down upon them, will be a difficult task 
indeed.” 

The Arabs, who had obeyed the chief’s orders with reluctance 
and had been very silent upon the journey out, were now jubi- 
lant, feeling convinced that they could beat off the attack of 
such a force as that which they heard was advancing. The 
camels were now sent off, and they had scarcely disappeared 
among the sand-hills when an Arab was seen approaching on a 
camel, 

“Tt is our scout,” the sheik said; “he brings us news.” 

He tied a cloth to the end of a spear and waved it. A minute 
later the camel’s course was changed and the rider soon arrived 
outside the fort. 

“ What is your news, Yussuf?” 

“They are going to start this morning,” the man said. “TI 
crept in as soon as it became dark last night and made my way 
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close up to them, and I gathered that they have decided to 
march this morning on to Wady El Bahr Nile. They could not 
stay where they were any longer as they had only brought with 
them sufficient food for the camels for the march to the wady, 
where they made sure they should find an abundant supply, 
and having given them a day’s rest they were going to push 
forwards at once to the next wady, where they made certain 
of finding the fugitives.” 

“Will they be here to-night?” Edgar asked the sheik. 

“T should think not, Muley. The regular halting-place is 
five miles away, and as that is about half-way they will probably 
stop there and start perhaps an hour before daybreak.” 

The scout was sent off to the wady with the news, and the 
little garrison spent the day in strengthening their fort, 
making another hedge of bushes three or four yards beyond 
the other, and gathering a large number of the heaviest stones 
they could find. These were laid on the grass rampart, which 
was thus raised in height nearly a foot, openings being left in 
the stones through which the defenders could thrust their guns 
and fire without exposing their heads to the shots of the assail- 
ants. This still further added to the confidence of the Arabs, 
and when all was completed they indulged in defiant gestures 
and wild yells signifying contempt, in the direction from which 
the enemy would probably advance. 

At nightfall two of the men were posted as sentries, as it 
was possible the Mahdists might push straight forward. There 
was, however, no alarm during the night; but just as day 
broke the sentries reported that there were horsemen to be 
seen in the distance. As there was no object in concealment 
all leapt to their feet. Nine horsemen were seen on the brow 
of a sand-hill some two miles away. They were presently lost 
sight of as they descended into a dip, and a minute or two 
later the line of camels was seen following in their steps. The 
spear with the cloth was elevated as a flag; and when the 
horsemen appeared on the next sand-hill, it was evident by the 
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suddenness with which they pulled up their horses that they 
saw it. 

Half a minute later they started again, this time at a canter. 
When they came within half a mile the sheik asked, “Why do 
you not fire, Muley; your gun will carry that distance easily?” 

“Double that distance if necessary, sheik. It is better not 
to let them know that we have such a gun here until they get 
close. It will be better for you to fire.” 

The sheik levelled his long gun and fired, and the horsemen 
at once drew up, and after a little consultation two or three of 
them rode off on each flank so as to make a circuit of this 
unlooked-for obstacle, while one of the others rode back at 
full speed to meet the camel train. As soon as it arrived the 
riders, of whom there were two on each animal, dismounted. 
The camels were led back to a hollow where they would be 
safe from any stray bullet, and after a short pause one of the 
horsemen again advanced and at a rapid pace made a circle 
round the fort at a distance of two or three hundred yards 
only. A scattered fire was opened by the defenders, but the 
speed at which he was riding disconcerted their aim, and 
having completed the circuit he rode off with a yell of defiance 
to rejoin the party. 

For half an hour no move was made. It was evident that 
the strength of the position had disconcerted the dervishes, 
who had expected to gain an almost bloodless victory. As, 
however, Hamish assured them that at the very utmost the 
sheik could put but twenty men in the field, including several 
boys and old men, it was finally decided to attack, and 
headed by the horsemen the dervishes started forward at a 
run, uttering shrill yells as they did so. Edgar had persuaded 
the chief that it would be useless to open fire until they were 
within two or three hundred yards, as but few shots would 
tell, and the men would be discouraged by finding that their 
fire did not check the advance, The sheik therefore com- 
manded his followers on no account to fire until he gave the 
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order. The dervishes, however, were not sparing of their 
ammunition, and fired as they ran, the balls going for the most 
part wide, although a few whistled over the heads of the de- 
fenders and two or three struck the rampart. 

‘Now I think they are near enough, sheik,” Edgar, who 
had levelled his rifle at one of the horsemen, said. As he 
spoke he pulled the trigger, and simultaneously with the sharp 
crack of the piece the Arab threw up his arms and fell from 
his horse. The sheik and five of his men fired almost at the 
same moment. Kneeling as closely as they could, there was room 
for but seven along the face of the fort fronting the enemy, 
and at Edgar’s suggestion the chief had divided the men into 
three parties, each of which after firing was to fall to the rear 
and reload, their places being taken by the others in succession. 
Thus there would always be a reserve and the fire could be 
kept up without interruption. Volley after volley was fired, 
Edgar loading quickly enough to repeat his fire with each 
squad. 

So rapidly did the Arabs pass over the intervening ground 
that they reached the outside hedge of thorns just as the party 
who had first fired had again taken their places in front. Five 
of the dervishes had fallen and several were wounded, but this 
had not checked their speed for a moment, and under the 
orders of their leaders they at once fell to work with their 
swords and knives to destroy the hedge. The work was done 
far more rapidly than Edgar had thought possible, and they 
then fell upon the more formidable obstacle piled up against 
the rocks, attacking it on three sides simultaneously. The 
defenders now fired independently, each as fast as he could 
load, Edgar shouting continuously “Steady ! steady! take a good 
aim each time,” and the sheik re-echoing his words, 

The Arabs, however, were too excited to obey, and the 
greater part of their shots were thrown away. Several of the 
dervishes had fallen, but the process of clearing away the hedge 
proceeded with alarming rapidity. The work was, however, 
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speedily abandoned at the face where Edgar was stationed, for 
at each crack of his rifle a dervish fell. Leaving three of the 
men to defend that face the rest joined the defenders at the 
sides, the sheik taking the command on one side, Edgar on the 
other. The fire now became more steady, the sheik enforcing 
his orders by vigorous blows with the staff of his spear, while 
Edgar’s rifle on his side more than made up for his want of 
influence with the men. 

In their fury several of the dervishes sprang boldly into the 
midst of the thorns and strove to climb up, but they were met 
by the spears of the defenders, and not one gained an entrance. 
It was less than ten minutes after the first shot had been fired 
when the leader of the dervishes, seeing how fast his men were 
falling and that they would soon be no stronger than the 
defenders of the fort, called them off from the attack. As they 
turned and ran the defenders leapt to their feet with yells of 
triumph; but the dervishes, turning round, fired several shots. 
The sheik received a ball in his shoulder and two of his com- 
panions fell dead. The others at once took to their shelter 
again, and kept up their fire until long after the last of the 
dervishes was out of range. The moment the retreat began 
Edgar looked out for his man, of whom he had not hitherto 
caught a glimpse in the heat of the conflict. He soon caught 
sight of him, and taking a steady and careful aim with his rifle 
on a stone, fired, and Hamish fell headlong forward, the ball 
having struck him fair between the shoulders. 

A yell of triumph rose from the Arabs. The traitor who 
had brought the Mahdists down upon them was punished; 
the one man who could guide the foe to the wady was 
killed. As soon as the enemy got out of reach of shot they 
gathered in consultation. The defenders could see that the 
discussion was excited and violent; they waved their arms, 
stamped, and seemed on the point of coming to blows with 
each other. While they were so engaged the garrison looked 
out at the field of battle round the fort. No less than fifteen 
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of the assailants had been killed, while of the defenders but 
two, the one an old man and the other a boy, had fallen. 
The sheik begged Edgar to bandage his shoulder; he seemed 
to feel the pain but little, so delighted was he with the issue 
of the contest. Edgar soaked a pad of the cotton cloth and 
laid it on the wound, and then with long strips of the same 
material bandaged the arm tightly to the side, and with other 
strips fastened as well as he could the pad in its place. 

“They are scattering over the sand-hills,” one of the Arabs 
said just as he had finished, and in a short time a dropping 
fire was opened at the fort. 

The Arabs would have replied, but the sheik said that it was 
a waste of powder, for their guns would not carry as far as the 
rifles in the hands of the dervishes, and it was better that they 
should lie quiet behind their shelter and allow the enemy to 
throw away their fire. 

‘What will they do next, do you think, sheik?” 

“TI do not think they will make another attack, Maley; at 
any rate not in the daytime. They must know they ave not 
greatly superior to us in force, being now but twenty-five to 
our eighteen, and no doubt many of them are wounded. They 
may try to besiege us. They will know that we have a suppiv 
of water—we should never have shut ourselves up here with- 
out it—but that will fail in time.” 

“But their own supply will fail,” Edgar said. ‘ Probably 
they have only brought enough with them for what they sup- 
posed would be a two days’ march to the wady.” 

‘“T should think, Muley, they will send all their camels back 
to the wells, perhaps with one of their wounded men and 
another. The wounded man will remain there in charge of 
them, the other will bring two or three of them out with full 
water-skins; he can make the journey there and back every 
two days and can bring enough water for the men and horses. 
I don’t think they will send the horses away. They will do 
with a small portion of water, and if greatly needed they 
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could start from here at sunset, keeping among the sand-hills 
until out of sight, reach the wells, drink their fill, and be back 
in the morning. If they attack at night it will be between the 
setting of the moon and daybreak.” 

“T should hardly think they would do that,” Edgar said. 
“We shall soon restore the thorn hedge, and they would 
scarcely be mad enough to attack us when they know that we 
have that protection and are almost as strong as they are. 
If it were not that we do not want them to know the way to 
the wady I should say that we could venture to sally out and 
march back, but that would cost us a good many lives, for the 
horsemen could ride on ahead, dismount, open fire on us from 
the sand-hills, and be off again on their horses when we went 
up to attack them. No, I think we cannot do better than 
follow our original plan. Our water will hold out for a week, 
and by putting ourselves on short allowance at the end of a 
day or two if we find that they are determined to wait, we can 
make it last for nearly a fortnight, and long before that your 
tribesmen ought to be here, and in that case only the mounted 
men will escape us. Three of their horses lie dead outside, so 
there are but five left.” 

“Ah! if we could but cut them all off,” the sheik said in a 
tone of fury, “‘then we might be safe fora long time. If any of 
them get back to tell the tale the Mahdi will send a force next 
time that there will be no resisting.” 

Edgar sat thinking for a minute or two. 

‘‘T have an idea, sheik,” he said at last. ‘Send off one of 
your boys as soon as the moon sets, let him go to El Bahr 
Nile. When your friends arrive he will tell them of the 
repulse we have given the dervishes, and that there are now 
but twenty-five of them, several of whom are doubtless wounded. 
Tell them that if but ten men come to aid us we can defeat 
them; let the other ten, that is if twenty arrive, start first, and 
turning off the track make a detour and come down at night 
upon the wady. ‘There they will find but one man with the 
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camels; but they must not show themselves, but must hide 
close at hand. Then when the horsemen arrive they must 
make an ambush, and either shoot them down as they pass or 
let them go through to the wells. They are sure to wait there 
for a few hours, and they can fall upon them there, Let the 
men be ordered to fire only at the horses; they can deal with 
the men after they have dismounted. The great thing is to 
prevent the horsemen getting away.” 

“ Mashallah, Muley, your plan is a grand one. Had you 
been bred in the desert you could not have better understood 
our warfare. What a pity it is that you are a Kaffir! You 
would have been a great sheik had you been a true believer.” 

“Gordon Pasha was a Kaffir,” Edgar replied, “but he was 
greater than any sheik.” 

‘“‘Hoe was a great man indeed,” the sheik said; “he was a 
very father to the people; there was no withstanding him. 
We fought against him, for our interest lay with the slave- 
dealing, but he scattered us like sheep. Yes, Gordon was a 
great man though, as you say, he was a Kaffir;” and the sheik 
sat in silence, meditating upon what seemed to him an inscru- 
table problem. 

While the conversation had been going on, the bullets of the 
enemy continued to whistle round the zareba. 

“T will try and put a stop to that,” Edgar said; “we have a 
rifle here as much better than theirs, as theirs are superior to 
the guns of your tribesmen.” 

The nearest hill was some four or five hundred yards away, 
and on this several of the Arabs could be seen. Sure that 
they were nearly out of gun-shot, they took but little pains to 
conceal themselves. Edgar rested his rifle on a stone and took 
a steady aim at three of them who were sitting together. He 
fired. A yell of dismay came across the air; two of the figures 
leapt to their feet and ran back. A moment later four or five 
others who had been firing from among the bushes also dashed 
away, while a triumphant yell rose from the zareba. 
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“That is one enemy the less,” Edgar said, “and I don’t 
think the others will trouble us much in future. They must 
know that they can be doing us no harm, and now they discover 
they are not going to have it all their own way we shall not 
hear much more of them.” 

Shots were indeed fired occasionally from the bushes and 
eminences, but the discharges were far apart, and seemed to 
be intended rather to show the defenders of the zareba that 
they were surrounded than for any other purpose. The day 
passed without any further event. As soon as the sun had 
fairly set the defenders sallied out and repaired the hedge. 
The enemy probably guessed that they were so employed, and 
kept up a much heavier fire than they had done during the day. 
Edgar, lying in the zareba, replied, steadily firing at the 
flashes, and after a time the firing of the enemy slackened, and 
the defenders, when they had completed the hedge, re-entered 
the zareba through a very narrow gap that had been left for the 
purpose, carrying with them one of their number whose leg 
had been broken just above the ankle by one of the enemy’s 
bullets. Under the sheik’s instructions some rough splints 
were made to keep the bone in its proper position, and ban- 
dages were then applied. 

Four sentries were posted, one at each corner of the fort, and 
the rest of the garrison lay down to sleep. Twice during the 
night they sprang to their feet at the discharge of the gun of one 
of the sentries, but as no movement of the enemy followed they 
soon lay down again, supposing that either the alarm had been 
a false one, and that the sentry had fired at some low bush, or 
that, if he had really seen a man, the latter had made off as 
soon as he had discovered that the garrison were awake and 
vigilant. As soon as the moon set the sheik despatched one of 
the young men to the wady. His instructions were to crawl 
carefully, taking advantage of every bush until he deemed him- 
self well beyond any of the enemy who might be watching, and 
then to start at full speed. If he were fired at, he was, if the 
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enemy were still in front of him, to run back to the zareba; if 
they were behind him, to press forward at full speed. 

For an hour after he had left the garrison listened anxiously. 
They were all under arms now, lest the enemy should try and 
attack during the darkness, No sounds, however, broke the 
stillness of the plain, and they were at last assured that their 
messenger had got safely through. For four days the blockade 
continued, an occasional exchange of shots being kept up. 
The dervishes, however, since they had learnt the range of 
Edgar's rifle, seldom showed themselves, but crept among the 
rocks and bushes, fired a shot, and then crawled off again to 
repeat the operation fifty or a hundred yards away. When the 
hedge had been repaired on the night after the fight the defen- 
ders buried their own dead in the sand a short distance off, 
and had dragged the bodies of their fallen enemies fifty yards 
away, as, had the siege lasted many days, the fort would have 
otherwise become uninhabitable. 

In the morning one of the Arabs had yelled to the besiegers 
that the bodies were lying fifty yards away in front of the fort, 
and that four of them were free to come and carry them away 
or bury them as they chose. The invitation passed unregarded, 
but during the next night the bodies were all removed. The 
sentries were ordered not to fire if they heard any noise in that 
direction, for, as Edgar pointed out to the sheik, it was impor- 
tant that the bodies should be carried away. The next day 
several of the Arabs went out and raised heaps of sand over the 
horses that still lay just outside the hedge. 

The fourth night after his departure the messenger returned 
with the news that the tribesmen, eighteen in number, had 
arrived in the afternoon. They would carry out the sheik’s 
orders. They were mounting fresh camels just as he started. 
Nine of them would hide among the sand-hills two or three 
miles away, and would there remain for twenty-four hours so as 
to give time for the others to get up to the wells. The sheik 
commanding the party had suggested that soon after daybreak 


A SORTIE. 317 


the defenders of the fort should sally out and advance in the 
direction where the dervishes’ camp was situated, as if intend- 
ing to make an attack. This would bring in all the enemy who 
might be scattered among the sand-hills near the zareba. As 
soon as the engagement began he, with his men, would fall 
upon the rear of the dervishes. 

“Do you think that that is a good plan, Muley?” 

“TI think so, sheik. You see, if we merely wanted to defeat 
them one would not wish them to rally into one body; but as 
our great object is to prevent any from returning, it is much 
better to do as the sheik suggests and let them get all 
together.” 

The day passed as usual, and the next morning shortly 
before sunrise the defenders of the fort issued out. The 
assailants were on the watch, and from four or five different 
points round the zareba shots were fired. Taking advantage 
of every bush the Arabs advanced slowly under the direction 
of their sheik. The dervishes, believing that the garrison must 
have been driven from their defences by thirst, and that they 
were now in their power, rapidly gathered their force and ad- 
vanced to meet their opponents, At first they did so carelessly, 
but they were checked by the fall of one of their leaders by 
a ball from Edgar’s rifle. They then advanced a little more 
cautiously. Edgar kept close to the sheik. 

“They will make a rush soon,” he said; “tell the men not 
to fire till they rise to their feet.” 

‘Where are the others?” the sheik growled; “if they do not 
come we shall be outnumbered.” 

“Not by much, sheik; one or two of their men are certainly 
away with the camels, and we shall drop two or three more of 
them at least when they make their rush; the others are sure 
to be up directly. There, look! There they are on the top of 
the sand-hills the dervishes have been firing from.” 

The enemy had now approached to within a hundred yards, 
and were just preparing for a rush when a shout of welcome 
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broke from the party in front of them and was at once echoed 
from the rear. The dervishes sprang to their feet in surprise 
and alarm, but one of their leaders exclaimed, “There are but 
a few of them! Slay these in front first, then we will destroy 
those in our rear!” 

With a yell of defiance the dervishes dashed forward. The 
sheik’s party poured in a volley as they did so, and then 
grasping their spears sprang to their feet, Edgar alone remain- 
ing prone, and firing four more shots as the dervishes traversed 
the intervening space. There was little disparity of numbers 
when the parties met. The sheik had, at Edgar’s suggestion, 
ordered his men to form in a compact group with their spears 
pointing outward, as the great point was to withstand the rush 
until their friends came up. But the dervishes recklessly threw 
themselves upon the spears, and in a moment all were engaged 
in a hand-to-hand fight. Edgar, feeling that with a clubbed 
rifle he should have no chance against the spears and swords 
of the Arabs, kept between the sheik and two of his most 
trusted followers, and loading as quickly as he could throw out 
and drop in the cartridges, brought down four men who rushed 
one after another upon them. 

It seemed an age to him, but it was scarce more than a 
minute after the combatants had closed that, with a shout, the 
ten new-comers arrived on the scene. Edgar dropped a fresh 
cartridge into his rifle and stood quiet; he had no wish to join 
in the slaughter. The dervishes fought desperately, and none 
asked for quarter, and in two or three minutes the combat was 
over and all had fallen, save three or four men who had extri- 
cated themselves from the fight and dashed off at the top of 
their speed, quickly pursued by the exultant victors. To 
Edgar’s surprise they did not run in the direction of the sand- 
hill behind which he had thought their camp was made, but 
bore away to the south. 

Pursuers and pursued were soon out of sight, and Edgar 
turned to see how his companions had fared. Three of them 
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had been killed and six of the others had received spear-thrusts 
or sword-cuts more or less severe. 

“It would have gone hard with us, sheik, if our friends had 
not come up.” 

“We should have beaten them,” the sheik said. ‘That gun 
of yours would have turned the scale. Had it not been for 
that they would have been too strong for us, for they were all 
fighting men in their prime, and five or six of my men were 
no match for them in a hand-to-hand fight. Mashallah! it has 
been a great day; it will be talked of long in our tribe, how, 
with but twenty men, and many of these not at their best, we 
withstood forty dervishes, and so beat them that when a rein- 
forcement of eight men came to us we destroyed them alto- 
gether.” 

“Four may have got away,” Edgar said; “they must have 
left their horses in the direction in which they fled. I sup- 
pose they feared that some of us might crawl out and ham- 
string them did they picket them near their camp. When I 
first saw our friends on the hill my first thought was that we 
had done wrong not to bid them secure the horses before they 
attacked. Now I sée that they could not have found them; 
and it was well you sent no such orders, for had you done so 
they might have lost time looking for them and have arrived 
late.” 

For half an hour those unwounded of the party were 
occupied in bandaging up the wounds of the others. At the 
end of that time the men who had pursued the fugitives had 
arrived. 

“Have you caught them?” the sheik asked as they ap- 
proached. 

“We overtook two and killed them, but the others reached 
tle horses. A man was waiting there in charge of them, and 
the three rode off leading the fourth horse; but never fear, our 
men will catch them at the next wells. 

The bodies of the fallen dervishes had been examined, and 
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it was found that among the fallen were all the leaders, these 
being distinguishable by their gay garments from the others, 
whosimply wore the long white shirt that formed, with a coloured 
straw skull-cap, the uniform of the Mahdi’s men. The two 
men who had escaped belonged to the rank and file. The joy 
of the Arabs was extreme. They loaded and fired off their 
muskets, yelled, danced, and gesticulated. They did not 
believe in the Mahdi, but his followers had come to be con- 
sidered among them as invincible. It was therefore a triumph 
indeed for the tribe that this invading party had been annihi- 
lated. 

The new-comers were surprised at finding a white man 
among the defenders of the fort; and the sheik was so proud 
of his possession that he did not hesitate to say that their 
successful defence was chiefly due to the advice of this slave, 
whom he described as being, although so young, a great cap- 
tain. Preparations were now made for a start. The camels 
of the new-comers were brought up from the spot where they 
had left them on advancing to take part in the fight. The six 
wounded men each mounted a camel behind its rider. The 
sheik and three of his principal followers mounted behind the 
riders of the other four camels. The rest proceeded on foot, 
two men being left behind at the fort with instructions that 
when the eight men who had gone on to the other wady 
returned with their own camels and the seventeen camels of 
the dervishes, all were to be loaded up to the extent of their 
power with the bundles of forage that had done such good 
service as the basis of the fort, for the supply at the wady 
had been very nearly all cut down, and food would be required 
for the camels until a fresh supply sprang up. 

The wady was reached at sunset, and a messenger was at 
once sent off to the spot where, in accordance with the sheik’s 
orders, the women and children with the camels were halted 
until news should arrive of the result of the fight. It was six 
miles away, and it was midnight when the party arrived. 
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Great fires had been lighted, and there was a scene of the 
liveliest rejoicing as the women and children arrived. There 
was no thought of sleep that night. The story of the battle 
was told over and over again, every incident being rehearsed 
with appropriate gesture, and even the friends of the six who 
had fallen restrained their grief for the time, partly from pride 
that they had died so honourably, partly because any show of 
grief would have been out of place amid the rejoicings for so 
great an exploit. 

With the exception of the children Edgar was the only 
occupant of the douar who closed an eye that night. He had 
waited up until the return of the camels and women, had 
assisted to unload the animals with the sheik’s tent and bag- 
gage, and to put things into something like order, and had 
then withdrawn himself from the groups of excited talkers by 
the fire, and thrown himself down among the bushes some 
distance away. 

He had had but little sleep from the time the party had 
marched to meet the dervishes. It was upon his advice that 
they had gone, and he felt himself to some extent responsible 
for the result. During the time the siege had lasted scarce 
half an hour had passed without his rising to see that the 
sentries were vigilant, and to assure himself that the silence 
of the desert was unbroken. The night before he had not 
thought of sleep. He had no doubt that the Arabs who were 
coming to their assistance would do their best to arrive at the 
right moment; still, something might occur to detain them a 
little, and although the Arabs had behaved with great bravery 
hitherto, he felt sure that in a fight in the open they would be 
no match against the fanatical dervishes, who always fought 
with a full assurance of victory, and were absolutely indifferent 
as to their own lives. He had seen them three times at work, 
and held their courage in the deepest respect. 

The next day there was a grand feast, several kids being 
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van was seen approaching, and the whole encampment turned 
out to meet it, the men discharging their guns and shouting 
cries of triumph and welcome, to which the new-comers replied 
with many shouts. In front of the caravan two horses were 
led; then followed the camels of the dervishes, behind which 
came those of their captors. 

The sheik pressed forward to the leader of the party. 

‘There were four horses and three men,” he said; “have 
you them all?” 

‘Two of the horses and the men were killed,” he replied. 
“The others, as you see, we captured.” 

“Allah be praised!” the sheik said fervently; “then not 
one of the dervishes has escaped, and the secret of our place 
of refuge here is preserved.” 

Some more kids were killed and another grand feast was 
held. The captured camels were divided between the two 
parties. The sheik took one of the horses and the leader of 
the other party the second, and on the following morning the 
rescuing party started on their return journey to the wady 
they had left a week before, greatly satisfied with their jour- 
ney. They had lost three men in the fight with the dervishes, 
but were the richer by eight camels, a horse, and the arms 
and ammunition of ten of the dervishes, that being the num- 
ber they had accounted for, while thirty had been killed by 
the defenders of the zareba. 

Edgar had been fully occupied during those days assisting 
the negro slave who had remained with the party left behind 
in looking after the camels, drawing water, and fetching wood 
for the fire. The sheik had spoken little to him since his 
return, being busied with the duties of entertaining his guests; 
but it was evident that he had highly commended him to his 
wife, who bestowed upon him night and morning a bow! of 
camel’s milk in addition to his ordinary rations. After the 
caravan had started the sheik called him into his tent. 

“Muley,” he said, ‘“‘you have done us great service. I acted 
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upon your advice and it has turned out well; and you have 
shown that you are a brave fighter as well as one strong in 
counsel. J have no son, and if you are willing ‘to accept the 
true faith I will adopt you as my son, and you will be no 
longer a slave but one of the tribe.” 

Edgar was silent for a minute or two, thinking over how 
he had best couch his refusal in terms that would not anger 
the sheik. Then he said, “I am indeed grateful for your offer, 
sheik, which does me great honour, but were I to accept it 
I know that even in your eyes I should be viewed with con- 
tempt. Had our people captured Metemmeh when you were 
there, and carried you off a prisoner, I know well that you 
would have treated with scorn any offer my people might have 
made you of a post of honour and wealth among us if you 
would have abjured Mohammed and become a Christian. You 
would have died first.” 

“That would I indeed!” the sheik exclaimed hotly. 

‘Honourable men do not change their religion for profit, 
sheik. You were born a follower of the Prophet, I was born 
a Christian. We both believe what we were taught as chil- 
dren; it is in our blood and cannot be changed. Were I to 
say the words that would make me a Mohammedan, you know 
well that I should say them with my lips and not with my 
heart, that I should be a false Mohammedan as well as a false 
Christian. I could as easily change the colour of my skin as 
my religion, and you in your heart would be the first to con- 
demn and despise me did I do so.” 

The sheik sat for some time stroking his chin in silence. 
“You are right, Muley,” he said at last; “a man cannot change 
his religion as he can his coat. I did not think of it when I 
made the offer; but as you say, I would rather die a thousand 
deaths than abjure Mohammed; and though I now think you 
worthy to be my son, and to become a sheik after me, I might 
not think you worthy did you become a renegade.” 

“ Believe me, sheik,” Edgar said, rising, “I feel deeply the 
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kindness of your offer, and so long as I remain with you I 
shall take as much interest in the tribe as if I were a member 
of it, and I shall do my best to prove myself your faithful 
slave. You saved my life by refusing to hand me over to the 
Mahdi. I shall never forget it, and shall be ready at all times 
to risk it for you, for my kind mistress, and for the tribe.” 

“You have spoken well, Muley, and although I am sorry, 
I cannot feel angered at your decision.” 

Edgar saw that the interview was over, and left the tent, 
well content that he had been able to refuse the offer without 
exciting the anger of the sheik. For another two months 
the tribe remained in the wady. By that time forage was 
running short, and the sheik announced his intention of leav- 
ing it for a time and of going to El-Obeid, where he might 
obtain employment for his camels by some trader. Edgar was 
pleased at the news. His chances of escape from their present 
position in the desert were small indeed, but opportunities 
might present themselves during a trading journey. 

He knew that some time must yet elapse before he could 
speak the language sufficiently well to hope to pass as a native, 
although he could make himself understood fairly and com- 
prehend the purport of all that was said to him; still he would 
gain an acquaintance with the country and learn more of its 
peoples. He saw that he could not hope to pass as one of 
the Arab tribesmen, but that if his escape was to be made at 
all it must be in the disguise of a trader in one of the towns. 
Four days later the tents were levelled, the belongings of the 
tribes packed on the camels, and the caravan left the wady 
on its march across the desert. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 


A LONG SEARCH. 


ig was with mixed feelings that Rupert turned on his camel 
to take a last view of the camp at Korti. When should 
he see his countrymen again? Should he ever see them? His 
journey was sure to be a long one, and there would be the 
constant danger of discovery. He had to trust entirely in 
the fidelity of the three men riding ahead of him. It was 
true that their love of gain was also enlisted on his side, 
but it might well be that they would in time conclude it 
would be as well to be contented with the goods they had 
already received in part payment and with the two valuable 
camels, instead of continuing to run the risk of a prolonged 
journey in his company in order to earn the sum promised 
upon his arrival in Egypt or at a port on the Red Sea. How- 
ever the die was cast, and he had no wish to withdraw from 
the task he had undertaken; and, with a wave of his hand 
towards the distant camp, he turned and set his face forwards 
to the desert. 

The sheik was seated upon one of the heiries, two laden 
camels followed, each tied with his head-rope to the tail of the 
one in front. Then followed one of the tribesmen on the other 
heirie with two laden camels; three more were led by the 
other Arab. Rupert himself and Ibrahim brought up the rear 
of the procession, each with three loaded camels following that 
upon which he was riding. He wore a cotton cloth which 
passed over one shoulder and was wrapped round the waist, 
while a second formed a sort of petticoat. The sheik would 
have preferred that he should have dispensed with the cloth 
over his shoulder, but Rupert pointed out that this was really 
essential to him, as he could while travelling wrap it round 
both shoulders and so protect his skin from the rays of the sun, 
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which, were he naked from the waist, would in a very short 
time raise blisters over the whole of his body. His wig, with 
its wild tangle of long hair, acted as a capital protection to his 
head. 

On the saddle was fastened a long Arab gun, a sword and 
knife were stuck into his girdle, and he carried a long spear in 
his hand. One of the baggage camels was laden with stores 
for his personal use on the journey, consisting of a number 
of jars of Liebig, cocoa, and milk, some tins of tea, a box or 
two of biscuits, some tins of preserved vegetables, a case or 
two of arrow-root, and a store of medicine, chiefly saline 
draughts, quinine, and ipecacuanha. The eatables he calculated 
would afford him a morning meal for many months—for the 
main articles of his diet, he depended of course upon such food 
as the Arabs would obtain—by the end of which time he hoped 
to have fallen completely into native habits, and to be able to 
content himself with such food as his guides might subsist 
upon. 

At nightfall they halted at some wells. These were farther 
to the east than those which the desert column had used in its 
march to Metemmeh. Rupert had observed that a short time 
after they had got fairly into the desert the sheik had altered 
the line on which he was proceeding. He had had but little 
talk with him since the bargain had been concluded, as the 
Arab had considered it better that they should not be seen 
together, as some of the other natives in camp might notice 
it, and should they meet afterwards the circumstance might 
lead to his detection. 

To Rupert the course taken was absolutely indifferent. He 
knew that the journey must be a very long one, and as he had 
only to trust to chance and the sagacity of his companions, 
there had been no discussion whatever as to the route to be 
taken. After a time Ibrahim, weary of the silence, urged his 
camel on until he came up level with that of Rupert. 

“Well, Ibrahim, we are fairly on our way.” 
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“Yes, my lord, we have cut our stick and no mistake.” 

Rupert smiled. Ibrahim had picked up his knowledge of 
English at Alexandria, and his conversation abounded with 
slang phrases which he used in perfect seriousness. 

‘There is no objection to your calling me my lord when we 
speak in English, Ibrahim, but when we are talking in Arabic 
be sure you always call me Hamza; that is what I am now. 
What do you think of this journey, Ibrahim?” 

Ibrahim shrugged his shoulders. “It is all the same to 
me; better here than in boat. Soldier man good to fight, but 
very rough in tongue; call Ibrahim all sorts of names, some- 
times Darkie, sometimes Mate, sometimes call him Nigger, that 
very bad, sah. One man call him Cockalorham. What is 
Cockalorham, sah?” 

Rupert laughed. ‘“Cockalorum means nothing in particu- 
lar, Ibrahim; it is rather a friendly sort of address: it means 
good sort of fellow. That wasn’t so bad.” 

“No. That not so bad. Then one soldier call him Jocko; 
that name for a monkey, sah; these things very unpleasant.” 

“But they don’t mean anything, Ibrahim. They call each 
other all sorts of names too.” 

“That so,” Ibrahim said, nodding his head, “very funny 
names; often call each other blooming something or other. 
Ibrahim always carry a dictionary; he look out blooming; 
blooming same as blossoming, means plants out in flower. 
Ibrahim could not make head or tail of them. Lots of other 
words, bad words, Ibrahim could not understand.” 

“They do not mean anything, Ibrahim; it is just an ugly 
way of talking. They all mean the same, ‘very much’ or ‘very 
great,’ nothing more or less. Now we had better go on talking 
Arabic.” 

“No words like those in Arabic,” Ibrahim said. “Arab 
man say what he wants to say, proper words.” 

“JT don’t know, Ibrahim. When I have seen Arabs quar- 
relling they shout and scream at each other, and though I! 
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don’t know what they say I should think they were using 
pretty strong expressions whatever they may be.” 

“Yes, when angry call bad names, one understand that, my 
lord; but white soldier and sailor use bad words when not 
angry at all.” 

“It is habit, Ibrahim, and a very bad habit; but, as I tell 
you, it doesn’t really mean anything. You see we have turned 
east,” he went on in Arabic. 

Ibrahim nodded. “Not go straight to Metemmeh,” he said. 
“‘T expect the sheik is going round by Berber.” 

Such proved to be the case, for when they halted for the 
night the sheik explained to Rupert, by means of Ibrahim, 
that he intended to follow the course of the river for the 
present. He should keep on the edge of the desert until they 
had passed the point at which the boat expedition had arrived. 
There would be no chance of the prisoner having been brought 
down anywhere in the neighbourhood of the British, but as 
most of the tribes had sent contingents to fight the whites as 
they advanced against Metemmeh, the captive might be any- 
where beyond the point reached by the expedition, and it 
would be better to search regularly on their way up, as they 
might otherwise leave him behind them. 

Another advantage was that the regular caravan track left 
the Nile a hundred miles below Dongola, and struck across the 
desert to the elbow of the river below Berber, and that when he 
got upon that route it would be supposed that he had travelled 
all along by it, and he would thereby avoid the suspicion of 
having been trading with the British camp. Rupert quite agreed 
with the justice of this reasoning. The sheik selected a route 
that led them through a desolate country, and they reached the 
elbow of the Nile without encountering any natives, save two 
or three small parties at wells, from the time they left camp. 
This course was dictated not only by the reason that he had 
given Rupert, but by a fear for the safety of the caravan. 

The tribes along the main routes of travel respected the 
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traders that passed along them, free passage was essential to 
all the towns and peoples lying further in the interior, and any 
interference with the caravan routes would have been resented 
and punished; but the tribes lying within the great loop 
formed by the bend of the river were true Ishmaelites, whose 
hand was againstevery one, and who regarded all passing through 
their territory as lawful prey. The sheik therefore conducted 
the march by routes but little traversed even by the natives, 
avoiding all localities where they were likely to be met with, 
and he was greatly pleased when, after ten days’ travel, they 
encamped on the banks of the river just above the elbow. The 
main caravan track lay upon the opposite side, but at this 
season of the year, when the Nile was very low, it was fordable 
at several points, and caravans often selected the western bank 
of the river for their passage. They were now again in a 
comparatively populous country; villages surrounded by belts 
of cultivated land occurred at short intervals, and at these they 
were received with a hearty welcome, for since the war had 
begun trade had come almost to a stand-still. 

Two or three of the camels were loaded with merchandise 
specially fitted for the wants of the natives: cheap cottons, tin- 
ware, trinkets, iron heads of tools, knives, cheap silk handker- 
chiefs and scarves for the women. These had been bought from 
some enterprising traders who had set up a store at Korti. A 
few of the bales were unpacked at the first village at which 
they arrived; small presents were given as usual to the chief 
man of the place, and a brisk trade at once commenced. As 
the camels were fully loaded, Rupert wondered what the sheik 
would do with the goods he obtained in exchange, which con- 
sisted chiefly of native cottons and other articles considerably 
more bulky than those which he gave for them; but he found 
that he had entered into an arrangement with the head of the 
village by which the latter agreed to take charge of all the 
merchandise until his return. 

“Tt will be perfectly safe,” the sheik said, “if I do not 
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return for a couple of years. If I never return it will be no 
great loss, since I have purchased the goods with the monies 
I have received from you. If I return this way my camels 
will be unloaded, and I shall pick up the goods at the various 
villages through which I pass and bring them all down here, 
and then sell them to some trader who has boats in which he 
will take them down the river.” 

Rupert was now called upon to play his part in earnest. 
He and Ibrahim were treated by the sheik when in the villages 
as two slaves, and while he and his companions exhibited their 
goods and drove bargains with the villagers, Rupert and 
Ibrahim unloaded the camels, drove them out to pasture, 
and took them down to the river to drink, taking their meals 
as they could apart from the rest. On these occasions the 
stores were untouched, and Rupert and his companion made 
their meals on dry dates and cakes of coarse flour baked in the 
ashes of their fire. Ibrahim was fortunately a light-hearted 
fellow and made the best of matters, joking at the idea of the 
Arabs feasting upon their stew of kid or mutton while they 
had to content themselves with coarse fare. 

Rupert cared nothing about the food one way or the other. 
He was now really engaged in the search for Edgar. There 
was, moreover, the excitement caused by the risk of discovery. 
When in the villages he seldom opened his lips except to reply 
briefly to his companion’s talk, for a chance word might be 
overheard. When he spoke it was in a guttural voice, as if he 
suffered from some affection of the tongue or malformation of 
the mouth which prevented him speaking clearly; and thus, 
had any villager overheard the conversation between him and 
Ibrahim, his defective Arabic would pass unnoticed. Each 
day after getting away from their halting-place he learned 
from the sheik what he had gathered in the village. The 
natives were all heartily sick of the present state of affairs. 
They had no market for their goods, and were deprived of the 
trade upon which they had hitherto relied. A few restless 
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spirits had joined the Mahdi’s people and had gone to the 
war; but the cultivators in general sighed for a return of the 
old state of things, and of the peaceful days they enjoyed while 
under the rule of Egypt. 

Even the tribesmen of the interior were highly dissatisfied. 
None had gained anything from the war except those who had 
taken an actual part in the capture of Berber, Kharto1m, or 
other cities. These had obtained a considerable amount of 
plunder. But beyond this all were worse off than before. 
There was no longer any profitable employment for their 
camels for trade purposes, and the promises of the Mahdi had 
been altogether falsified. Many of the tribes on the other side 
of the river had gone down to fight under Osman Digma at 
Suakim, but instead of the promises of victory being fulfilled 
they had suffered terribly, had lost vast numbers of men, and 
Suakim was as far off being taken as ever. Berber itself, the great 
market and centre of trade of that part of the country, was, all 
said, like a dead city. The shops were closed, the traders had 
been either killed or fled, the markets were empty; the Mahdi’s 
soldiers treated the inhabitants as slaves. The sheik satisfied 
himself that there was no rumour current of there being any 
white prisoners in the hands of the tribesmen. 

“There are white prisoners at Khartoum,” the people said. 
“Gordon was killed, and great numbers with him; but others 
of the Egyptian officers and traders with their wives and 
families were made slaves and divided among the Mahdi’s 
officers. But of the white soldiers who had come across the 
desert, they had heard of no prisoners being taken.” 

“Why should there be?” they asked. ‘They beat the Arabs 
in two battles, they carried off their wounded on their camels, 
and had any been left behind them they would have been killed 
at once. Why do you ask?” 

The sheik had replied that the merchant far down the river 
from whom he had purchased his goods had told him that the 
whites were always ready to pay a good ransom to recover any 
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of their colour who might have been taken captive, and had 
advised him if he should hear of any prisoners in the hands of 
the Arabs to ask what they would sell them for, so that on his 
next journey he might bring money or goods to redeem them. 

The villagers had told him that this could not be, for that 
the Mahdi required all captives to be sent to him, and that all 
who refused to acknowledge him as the Prophet were at once 
put to death. He had always appeared perfectly satisfied 
with this explanation, and had turned the conversation to 
other topics. 

“ This does not show,” he said to Rupert, “that there are no 
captives in the hands of the tribesmen in the interior. If they 
had them they would keep it secret, at any rate as long as the 
white troops are on the river. They can only be holding 
them for the sake of obtaining a ransom, but I do not think 
that there would be much chance that your brother is in these 
parts, for had he been his captors would before now have sent 
in a messenger to one of your camps saying that he was in 
their hands and asking what ransom would be given for him. 
It is far to the south that we must look for him; but at the 
same time it is wise to make every inquiry as we go along, so 
that we shall be always looking before us and not wondering 
whether we have left him behind.” 

When they reached a village a few miles below Berber they 
stopped for three or four days. The sheik’s two followers went 
alone into the city to make inquiries. They returned after 
being absent for three days, saying that it was certain that 
there was no white captive in the hands of the Mahdi’s 
people there. They had talked to several tribesmen who had 
fought at Metemmeh. These knew that a white prisoner had 
been taken by a party of Arabs of the Jahrin tribe. Trouble 
had arisen owing to the sheik refusing to give him up, and he 
had fled in the night with his party, taking the prisoner with 
him; but beyond the fact that he had crossed the river none 
had heard anything of him. 
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As there was now no motive for going to Berber, and permis- 
sion to trade could only be obtained by a large present to the 
Mahdi’s governor, the party started early the next morning, 
struck out into the desert, and made a long detour before, 
two days later, they came down again upon the river bank 
above the city. Then they continued their journey, and some 
days later crossed the river at a ford some miles below Metem- 
meh. It was certain, wherever Edgar might be, it would not 
be in the neighbourhood of that town. 

For some weeks the journey continued. At times they left 
the river bank and journeyed considerable distances to visit 
tribes or villages situated in the interior. Sometimes the 
caravan was divided in two, a portion remaining in charge of 
one of the sheik’s followers with Ibrahim and Rupert with the 
bulk of the camels and baggage, while the sheik with his other 
follower and two or three camels made excursions to villages 
ata distance. In that case he took but few goods with him, so 
as not to tempt the cupidity of the tribesmen or of any parties 
of the Mahdi’s men he might come across. 

By this time Rupert had made considerable progress in 
Arabic, thanks to his continually conversing in that language, 
and his risk of detection had greatly decreased. Once or twice 
a week fresh dye was applied to him from head to foot. He 
was now accustomed to the scantiness of his clothing, and had 
completely caught the manners and gestures of the natives. 
The colour of his eyes was the sole point that even a close 
observer would detect as being peculiar in his appearance, and 
he had fallen into the habit of keeping them partly closed 
and the darkened eye-lashes greatly lessened the chance of their 
colour being noticed. He had, moreover, by the advice of one 
of the doctors before leaving, taken with him a bottle of bella- 
donna, and a small dose of this prior to entering any populous 
village had the effect of enlarging the pupils and thus of dark- 
ening the general effect of the eyes. The sheik frequently 
crossed the river with one of his followers and made excursions 
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among the tribes on the opposite bank, but with all their 
inquiries no news whatever was obtained of any white captive. 

It was not until three months after leaving Korti that the 
caravan approached Khartoum. It was more likely that news 
would be obtained here than elsewhere, but the sheik had been 
unwilling to enter the town until Rupert’s Arabic would fairly 
pass muster; but even he now agreed that there was little 
chance of his detection in any sort of casual conversation. In 
Khartoum there would be people from all parts of the Soudan, 
and any slight peculiarity of accent would be little likely to be 
noticed; besides, in a city there would be less chance of any- 
one closely questioning the slave of a passing merchant than 
would be the case ina village. Before going into the town one 
of the sheik’s followers was sent on ahead with a camel with 
presents for some of the Mahdi’s officials, and upon his return 
with a document authorizing the sheik to enter the city and 
dispose of his merchandise the caravan set forward. 

It was with mingled emotions that Rupert entered the town. 
Here perhaps Edgar was a captive, or had possibly been put to 
death for refusing to acknowledge the Mahdi Here Gordon 
had fallen a victim to fanatical zeal, the hesitation of the Eng- 
lish government, and the treachery of some of the troops he 
had led to victory. Here hundreds of Egyptian men, women, 
and children had been slain. Here were the head-quarters of 
the false Prophet who had brought such ruin and destruction 
over fertile provinces. 

Upon showing the pass to the officials at the deep leading 
across to the city a soldier had been told off to accompany 
them, and he conducted them to an empty caravansary in the 
city. One of the Arabs was despatched with two unladen 
camels to the market-place, where he bought a store of proven- 
der brought in by the country people. On his return Rupert and 
Ibrahim fed the animals, which were fastened by ropes from 
their head-stalls to rings in the wall of the court-yard, and then 
sallied out with one of the Arabs into the town. 
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It was still a busy place, although its aspect had greatly 
changed since its capture. There were no Egyptian soldiers in 
their gray cotton uniforms and fezes, no officials or traders in 
European costume in the streets, and the shops which had for- 
merly held large assortments of goods brought up from Egypt 
were occupied by natives vending the absolute necessaries of 
life. The Mahdi’s soldiers in their cotton shirts, decorated 
with rags of coloured cloth, and carrying guns, lounged about the 
streets, and the poorer part of the native population went about 
with a cowed and dejected air. Food was scarce and dear, for 
although the Mahdi by promising protection to all coming in 
to trade had endeavoured to induce the agricultural population 
to bring in their produce for sale, the invitation was very par- 
tially accepted. The country round, indeed, had been swept 
clean of its grain during the progress of the siege, and the fear 
of the Mahdi’s followers was so great that the peasants con- 
tented themselves with tilling only sufficient for their needs. 
The Arab muttered curses beneath his breath as he walked 
along, while Rupert and Ibrahim followed in silence, seemingly 
paying no attention to what was going on around them. 

When they returned to the caravansary they found the sheik 
with several of the native shop-keepers engaged with him in 
conversation. At his orders Rupert and Ibrahim at once began 
to undo some of the bales and held up the goods for inspection. 
The sheik named the prices he required. These were at once 
declared by the natives to be impossible. The sheik simply 
ordered his assistants to fasten up the bales again. “I have 
brought them all the way from Egypt and I am not going to 
give them away. It is not every one in times like this who 
will risk his beasts and his goods on such an adventure. The 
traders have all gone down the river with the white men. It 
may be months or years before a caravan route is open again. 
Who is going to bring up goods to sell when there is nothing 
for his camels to carry down again and when the whole country 
is disturbed? There is neither law nor order in the land I 
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shall journey on to El-Obeid or Kassala; I shall get what price 
I like to ask there.” 

The traders poured out a torrent of expostulation. They 
would see the goods again; doubtless they were of a better 
quality than they supposed; and so the bargain was recom- 
menced, and after some hours a considerable portion of the 
goods that had been brought up were disposed off. In each 
case the traders arranged to come late in the evening with 
their servants to fetch away the goods they had bought. 

“It would never do,” one said, “to let it be known that 
we had money sufficient to make such purchases, It is only 
by assuming the greatest poverty that we can carry on our 
business unmolested, and only a few of the cheapest goods can 
be displayed to the eyes of the public, the rest being hidden 
away to be brought out privately for the benefit of some special 
customer.” 

The sheik was well pleased with the result of his traffic. 
The prices he had charged were five or six fold more than 
those that the goods had cost, and he sent out one of his fol- 
lowers to purchase a kid, which was presently converted into a 
stew. After this was eaten he went out with one of his fol- 
lowers, leaving the other to deliver the goods to their pur- 
chasers. When it became quite dark the traders arrived one 
by one, each with one or two porters to carry away the goods. 
These were paid for in cash drawn from buried hoards. 

The sheik was late before he returned. He told Rupert 
that he had met a kinsman of his who was now an officer of 
the Mahdi, and had had a long conversation with him. “He 
believes in the Mahdi,” he said, “and has faith that he is going 
to conquer the world. I told him that finding no traders 
would hire my camels I had this time brought up a load on 
my own account, and that it seemed to me there was money 
to be made if one could purchase some of the people who had 
been enslaved when the city was taken. He said that this could 
not be, that the greater part of the traders had been killed. 
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and that all who remained were now zealous followers of the 
Mahdi. Lupton Bey was held as aslave by the Mahdi himeelf, 
and had to run before him when he rode. There would be 
no possibility of releasing him or the others in the Mahdi’s 
hands. : 

‘“‘T inquired whether any of the Kaffirs who had come to 
Metemmeh had been taken prisoners. He said they had heard 
of but one, who was reported by a black slave to be in the 
hands of a petty sheik who was living at an oasis in the desert 
some nine days’ journey from here. It had already been re- 
ported to the Mahdi that this man had taken a Kaffir prisoner 
at Metemmeh and had refused to give him up, and had escaped 
with the Kaffir in the night; and strict orders had been issued 
for his arrest, but nothing had been heard of him until the 
slave brought the news. The Mahdi sent off three officers and 
forty men on camels with orders to destroy everything, and to 
kill all they found with the exception of the sheik himself and 
his white captive, who were to be brought here to await his 
pleasure. They went, but though this is two months ago they 
have never returned. 

‘* Another party was sent three weeks later to the place to 
order them to return instantly, but when they arrived there 
they found the oasis deserted. Two skeletons were found, 
but the sun and the vultures had done their work, and 
whether they had belonged to the troop that went or to the 
Arabs there none could say. It may be they found that this 
sheik and his party had travelled to El-Obeid or elsewhere and 
had pursued them, but so far no news has been heard of them 
and the whole matter is a mystery.” 

‘What do you think has happened, sheik?” 

““T know not what to think. My kinsman said that the 
black slave reported there were but twenty men in all with the 
sheik, and not more than half of these could be considered as 
fighting men, therefore they could not have resisted for a 


moment the force against them. It is possible they may have 
(650 ) Y 
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fled into the desert. The tribes know of wells whose existence 
is kept a secret from all, and it may be that such a well was 
known to the sheik and that he has made for it. It may be 
that the negro guide led the party in pursuit. Misfortune may 
have happened; they may have lost their way and all perished 
from thirst, though it would be strange indeed were none able 
to make their way back to the oasis.” 

“What think you we had better do, sheik? This gives us 
some indication at least of a direction in which my brother 
was taken.” 

The sheik sat for some minutes without answering. “It is 
difficult,” he said at last; ‘‘this sheik El Bakhat is, as I have 
told you, a wanderer. I have heard of him though I have 
never met him. His father was a powerful sheik, but as a 
young man El Bakhat killed the son of another sheik of the 
same tribe and fied. Later on he gathered a few followers 
and was in the service of the slave-dealers who go down to 
the great lakes. Of late years, since Gordon broke up the 
slave-trade, he has returned at times and remained for weeks 
and sometimes for months in the part of the country occupied 
by his tribe, for it is so many years now since he killed his 
man that vengeance is no longer hot against him. He has the 
name of being a headstrong man, and indeed he must be so 
or he would never have embroiled himself with the Mahdi’s 
people, for if he had been driven out of his oasis he would know 
that there is no safety for him anywhere near here; but where 
he has gone to no man could say. One might as well try to 
follow the flight of a vulture. He may have gone down near 
the coast; he may have made his way to the confines of Abys- 
sinia; he may have journeyed away towards the lakes where 
Emin Pasha still rules in the name of Egypt. There is just 
one chance, he may be hiding in the desert, and before he starts 
on a long journey he may return to the oasis or may send a 
messenger to see if it is still occupied by the Mahdi’s men. 
I think that our best chance is to proceed thither at once, and 
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to wait there for a while to see if any come from him. If 
at the end of a fortnight or three weeks none come we can 
then decide in which direction to set out upon the search 
again.” 

This proposal seemed to Rupert to offer more prospect of 
success than any other, and on the following morning the 
caravan started, the camels now carrying scarce half the weight 
with which they had left Korti. As the sheik had learned 
from his kinsman the name of the oasis to which the troop had 
been sent, he had no difficulty in obtaining from some of the 
tribesmen in the city precise directions as to the route to be 
pursued, and ten days after leaving Khartoum they arrived 
there. The place was absolutely deserted, but they established 
themselves near the well, and the camels found abundant 
grazing, as the crops had shot up again with great vigour 
during the time that had elapsed since they had been cut. 

The sheik at once pointed out to Rupert that although E 
Bakhat and some of his followers were down at Metemmeh, 
the probability was that his people had occupied the place for 
some time, as cultivation had been carried on to a considerable 
extent. ‘Here are where the tents stood,” he said; “and see, 
he evidently brought back a good deal of plunder, for here are 
some empty tins and jars scattered about.” 

They remained for three weeks in camp. One of the party 
had been always on the watch, but no human being had been 
seen to approach. During that time the sheik and Rupert had 
many discussions as to the direction in which the fugitives had 
probably travelled, and finally decided that the probabilities 
were in favour of his having taken the southern route and 
made for the country ruled over by Emin. In the first place he 
was familiar with this line, and in the second he would be safe 
from the Mahdi when he reached Emin’s country. 

“Tt is rich and fertile” he said; “and probably Emin when 
he finds he is altogether cut off from the north will try to open 
a way down to Zanzibar, and El Bakhat may find good em- 
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ployment for his camels.” As, at any rate, there were reasons 
why the fugitives should have chosen this route more than 
any other, it was decided to follow it. 


CHAPTER XxX, 


FOUND! 


EFORE starting upon their journey the sheik said to Edgar, 
“Qn our journey here we travelled by unfrequented 
tracks, and it was sufficient to cover you up so that none who 
passed us should notice you; but it will be different now, there- 
fore we must dress you in our own fashion. Your hair can 
never be made to look like ours and must be bound in a turban. 
With that and a burnoose your face and hands only will be 
visible. These are now so darkened by the sun that their fair- 
ness will scarce be noticed, but the women will prepare a dye 
which will darken you to our shade. I wish you to dress like 
us for another reason. You have done us great service, and 
though you will not change your religion I regard you almost 
as one of the tribe, and do not wish you henceforth to consider 
yourself as aslave. You are improving fast in our language, 
and if you speak but little you will pass unnoticed. Some 
men are more silent than others, and you need speak but little 
when strangers are with us. As one of ourselves you will 
attract less notice than as a slave. None will say, ‘Where 
did you get that fellow? To what part did he belong? Was 
he brought from the Great Lakes? Are you inclined to sell 
him? He is a likely youth. What will you take for him?’” 
“T am ready to do what you think best, sheik,” Edgar said, 
‘and indeed there can be no doubt that I am far less likely to 
be noticed if wrapped up in your fashion than if I went half 
clothed as a slave.” 
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Accordingly a low close-fitting turban was wound round 
Edgar’s head, and he was wrapped up in loose cotton gar- 
ments covered with a burnoose, the hood of which came over 
his head. His face, hands, and neck were slightly stained, and 
when this was done the Arabs admitted that they would not 
for a moment have suspected him of being other than he 
seemed. Most of the women, children, and old men were left 
behind at the wady; the goats and sheep would supply them 
with milk and cheese; there was a sufficient supply of grain 
for their use until the crops that had been sown as soon as 
they arrived should come into bearing; and when all prepara- 
tions were complete the party started on its way. 

It consisted of twelve men mounted on camels, while two 
other animals followed behind each of these. The sheik rode 
at the head of the party upon the horse that had been cap- 
tured from the Mahdists. Amina also had a camel to herself, 
while the four other women who accompanied the party rode 
two on acamel. Yussuf and five or six lads of from fifteen to 
seventeen years old walked by the side of the camels, The led 
camels were but lightly loaded, carrying only the tents, cook- 
ing utensils, provender for the journey, and food and water for 
the party; and Edgar could see no reason why Yussuf and the 
boys should not have ridden, except that it was the custom for 
slaves and lads to walk. 

It was a six days’ journey to the point they aimed at, and 
the marches were long ones. The supply of water carried was 
ample for the wants of the party, and the camels were given a 
good drink before starting on the fourth day’s journey. They 
were turned loose each evening on arriving at a halting-place, 
and left to pick up what subsistence they could from the 
bushes, a good feed being given to them each morning from 
the provender they carried. As they could have carried much 
more, Edgar inquired why enough had not been brought to give 
them a feed at night as well; but the Arab of whom he had 
asked the question said that it was better for them to browse 
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at night, as the moisture in the herbage enabled them to do 
with much less water than if they had been fed entirely upon 
grain. 

Edgar was very glad when the desert journey was over. 
The glare of the sun from the sand and the rocks was almost 
blinding, and the wraps in which he was muffled up greatly 
added to his discomfort. On arriving at the cultivated land 
the same picture presented itself that he had seen near Khar- 
toum. Everywhere the villages were almost entirely deserted 
and the fields lay waste; the blighting influence of the Mahdi 
seemed to weigh upon the whole country. The few natives that 
remained fled in fear at the sight of the strangers, and the old 
people they met with in the villages were crushed with grief 
and despondency. Of what use to cultivate the land when the 
Mahdists might at any moment sweep off the crops? Even 
should they gather the grain, where could they sell it? 
There were markets indeed still open, but the Mahdi’s tax- 
gatherers would demand a proportion of the proceeds, which 
would sweep away all their profits. What was to become of 
them Allah alone knew. 

Edgar was filled with pity for these poor creatures, and over 
and over again thought with astonishment of the policy which, 
after sending a force to within a short distance of Khartoum 
amply sufficient to have crushed the Mahdi and to have 
restored peace and comfort to the population of the Soudan, 
had withdrawn them when the goal was all but reached, and 
left the unhappy people to their fate. 

After journeying for some days they passed a plain strewn 
with skeletons. 

‘“‘ You see these,” the sheik said; “they are the remains of 
the army of Hicks Pasha Here they were attacked by the 
Mahdi’s army. They defended themselves bravely, but they 
could neither advance nor retreat, and at last they were van- 
quished by thirst and fatigue. They were slaughtered as they 
stood. Hicks Pasha and a band of officers rode right into the 
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midst of the Mahdists, and died fighting there. There were, 
I heard, two or three Kaffirs with him, besides many Egyptian 
officers. The black troops fought splendidly, but the Egyptians 
made a poor stand; but it came to the same in the end. What 
could they do against the followers of Allah!” 

‘But the Egyptians are followers of Allah too,” Edgar said, 
“and yet, as you say, they are but poor fighters. No, no, 
sheik; I admit the extraordinary bravery of the tribesmen. 
I fought against them at Suakim and saw them charge down 
upon our square at Abu Klea. They had no fear of death, and 
no men ever fought more bravely. But it was a matter of race 
rather than religion. Your people have always been free, for 
the rule of Egypt was after all a nominal one. The Egyptians 
have been slaves for centuries and have lost their fighting 
power. In the old, old days, thousands of years ago, of which 
we have records in our sacred book, and which we have learned 
from other sources, the Egyptians were among the most war- 
like of people and carried their arms far and wide, but for 
many hundreds of years now they have been ruled by strangers. 
It was not very long ago that our people fought a great tribe 
in the south of Africa—a tribe who knew nothing of Allah, 
who had in fact no religion at all, and yet they fought as 
stoutly and as well as your people have done here. It is a 
matter of race. They were just as ready to die as were your 
tribesmen, and that not because they believed, as you do, that 
death in battle would open the gates of paradise to them, but 
simply because it was the will of their king.” 

“‘Mashallah!” the sheik said, stroking his beard, “they must 
have been brave indeed to throw away their lives if they knew 
nothing of paradise, merely at the will of one man. That was 
folly indeed. A man has but one life, it is his all; why should 
he part with it? Did they love this king of theirs?” 

“TI do not know that they loved him,” Edgar said, “but they 
feared him. Their laws were very cruel ones, and it was death 
to turn back in battle.” 
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‘‘ They had better have cut his throat and have gone about 
their own business,” the sheik said. ‘Why should one man be 
master of the lives of all his people. Is this so among the 
whites?” 

“It is so in some countries, but not in others,” Edgar said. 
‘Some countries are ruled over by men chosen by the people 
themselves, and the power of peace and war and of making 
laws of all kinds is in the hands of these men, and the king 
has very little power. In other countries the king is absolute; 
if he says it is war, it is war.” 

The sheik was silent. 

“But why should people fight and die because one man tells 
them?” he said after a pause; “it is astonishing.” 

‘“‘But it is just the same thing with the people here and the 
Mahdi,” Edgar said; “he tells them to fight, and they fight; if 
he told them to scatter to their homes they would do so.” 

The sheik made no further remark, but it was evident to 
Edgar that he was thinking out the problems that had pre- 
sented themselves to him, for some hours afterwards he sud- 
denly remarked, “‘ We who live in tents and wander where we 
will are the only free men; it is more clear to me than 
ever.” 

When they were within a day’s journey of El-Obeid they 
met one of the sheik’s followers who had left the wady four 
days before the rest with instructions to go to the city and find 
out whether it would be safe to enter. He halted his camel 
when he reached that of the sheik. 

“ You must go no nearer the city, my father,” he said. “I 
have learned that orders have been received by the Mahdi’s 
governor to arrest you and all with you should you present 
yourselves there. There is much talk about a party of soldiers 
who went into the desert to arrest you having disappeared 
altogether; others have been sent to find them, but have dis- 
covered no traces of them, so there are orders that any of our 
tribe from the desert are to be closely questioned. Any who 
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adit a knowledge of you are to be sent to Khartoum. I was 
questioned at the gates, but as I said that I had come straight 
from Khartoum and knew nought of what was passing in the 
desert I was passed in without further inquiry. I took up my 
abode with the people you told me of, and they have found out 
for me what I have told you. It is but three days since the 
orders concerning you were received.” 

“TI thought there might be danger at El-Obeid,” the sheik 
said calmly. ‘“ We will turn off so as to avoid the city, and 
will make south to join the white pasha. For a while it would 
not be safe anywhere here.” 

Without further words he turned his camel from the track 
they had been following, and bore away more to the south. 

“Think you that the white pasha will be able to maintain 
his position?” 

The sheik shook his head. 

“For a time he may, but in the end he must. either sur- 
render or try to strike down to the sea. His troops will weary 
at last even if they are not beaten by the army the Mahdi will 
send against them. They will say, ‘Why should we go on 
fighting? What good can come of our holding out when no 
aid can possibly reach us from Egypt?’ The Mahdi will be 
glad to come to terms with them and allow them to live there 
in quiet with their wives and families and their possessions, if 
they will acknowledge him and hand over the white pasha with 
the two or three white officers he has with him. But that will 
make no difference to me. I know all the country by the Great 
Lakes. There are Arab traders there in plenty who buy slaves 
and ivory and take them down to the coast. I can find employ- 
ment with them for my camels, and can stay with them until 
it is safe to return. This cannot go on for ever. Besides, in 
times of trouble events pass quickly out of men’s minds, and in 
a year the Mahdists will have forgotten my name. As to the 
loss of their forty men, what is it? They have lost thousands 
since the war began.” 
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“When we get to the white pasha, sheik, would you hand 
me over to him if he offered you a ransom for me?” 

“No,” the sheik said decidedly, “I should not take you near 
him. Why should I part with you? You have brought us 
good fortune. Thanks to you we defeated the Mahdists and 
captured their camels and all that they had. Besides, I like 
you. Why should I part with you? What good would it do 
you? With me you are no longer treated as a slave, but as 
one of my own people. What would you be with the white 
pasha? An officer of his troops, getting no pay, and running 
the risk of being one day seized and sent with the others a 
prisoner to Khartoum.” 

“T have no desire to stay with the white pasha,” Edgar 
said; ‘“‘I would rather be with you than in so hopeless a posi- 
tion as he is; but I might make my way down to the coast?” 

‘“‘ Never,” the sheik said; ‘at least never alone. There are 
fierce tribes between the lakes and the sea. No white man 
could get through alone. He could only do it by going with 
a great band of fighting men and carriers, and by buying his 
way by presents through the great tribes and fighting his way 
through the small ones. You may travel down to the sea some 
day with me if I join the caravans of the Arabs, and then if 
there are countrymen of yours on the coast, as I have heard, 
and they would pay me a good ransom for you, we may see 
about it. You are ungrateful to wish to leave me.” 

‘“‘Not ungrateful, sheik, for you and your wife have treated 
me with great kindness; but it is natural that one should wish 
to go to one’s own people. Had you been taken a prisoner 
and carried to England, however well you were treated you 
would sigh for your free life in the desert, for your people and 
friends, and would escape if you saw a chance. It is human 
nature to love the land where one was born, whatever that 
land may be.” 

“That is true,” El Bakhat admitted; “but you cannot 
escape now; there is nowliere for you to go to.” 
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“That is true, sheik; and I should be well content did I 
know that you were travelling straight either for Suakim or 
Zanzibar, for at either place I know that I could obtain from 
my countrymen money to pay any ransom you might set upon 
me, even a sum that would buy you fast camels and much 
goods, and make you a wealthy man in your tribe; but I am 
not content to wait for years.” 

“You are not thinking of making your escape now?” El 
Bakhat asked, looking scrutinizingly at Edgar under his heavy 
eyebrows. 

“No, sheik,” Edgar answered. ‘From the day that you 
captured me I made up my mind that I would escape sooner 
or later, whatever the risk; but I knew well that I could 
never traverse the country until I could speak the language 
like a native. I have made great progress, and can now 
understand all that is said and can talk freely and easily, but 
not so that I could travel alone as a native. It will be months 
yet before I can do that. Nor, after the kindness with which 
you have treated me, would I leave you suddenly without 
warning. When I feel that I can safely travel alone I shall 
give you fair warning. I shall say to you, Sheik, if you will 
now travel with me to Suakim or some other port where I can 
obtain money for paying you a fair ransom I will remain with 
you until such ransom is paid into your hands; if you will 
not do so I shall consider myself free to escape when I can. 
Of course it will be open to you to treat me again as a slave, 
and to use all vigilance to prevent my leaving you, but I shall 
consider that by giving you fair warning I shall be free to use 
my best endeavours to get away.” 

“You speak boldly,” the sheik said, “but you speak fairly. 
Do you give me your promise not to attempt to escape until 
after warning me?” 

“Yes, I give you that promise, sheik.” 

“It is well,” El Bakhat said gravely. ‘I know that you 
would not lie to me. After you have given me warning I shall 
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know what to do.” So saying he got up and walked away to 
his tent. 

Three days later, as the caravan was halting at a well, 
Yussuf, who had gone out with the camels, ran in. 

“There is a large body of men, some on foot and some on 
horses, approaching from the south.” 

‘‘ How far are they off?” the sheik asked as he leapt to his 
feet. 

“Scarce half a mile,” the negro replied. 

“Then it is too late for flight,” the sheik said, reseating 
himself; “they would be here long before we could saddle our 
camels. It is doubtless a body of the Mahdi’s troops, but if 
they come from the south they will have heard nothing against 
us,” 

When the Mahdists rode up the sheik rose and saluted their 
commander. 

“Who are you?” the officer asked. 

‘‘T am an humble person, one El Bakhat of the Jahrin tribe, 
travelling with my camels and some little merchandise.” 

“Have you the permit of one of the Mahdi’s officers to 
trade?” 

‘No, my lord, I did not know that it was needful.” 

“ Assuredly it is needful,” the officer said. ‘“ Your camels 
and goods are forfeited, and you yourself and your people 
must travel with us to El-Obeid, where inquiries will be made 
about you.” 

‘‘My lord,” the sheik said, “I am a poor man and have 
done no harm. After fighting against the infidels I went 
back to my people with such spoil as we had taken and have 
dwelt there quietly, and was ignorant that it needed a per- 
mission for me to journey with my camels.” 

“Well, if you can prove that when you get to the city,” the 
officer said, “the governor may take a lenient view of the case, 
and may content himself by taking a portion only of your 
camels as a fine; but if you are lying it will be worse for you. 
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Remember now that you are prisoners, and will be shot down 
if one of you attempts to escape.” 

The sheik bowed submissively. The officer ordered some 
of his men to keep a rigid watch over the prisoners, and then 
paid no further attention to them. 

The sheik re-entered his tent and sat down stern and silent 
without speaking. Amina, who had heard what had passed, 
was in the greatest state of alarm, but saw that her husband 
was not to be spoken to at present. She went to the door of 
her tent and beckoned to Edgar, in whom she felt the most 
implicit confidence. 

“You heard what has passed, Muley?” 

“J heard, lady; the position is full of danger.” 

‘You are fertile in expedients, Can you not suggest some- 
thing? You see if we are taken to El-Obeid, where they have 
had news of the expedition sent from Khartoum, and its dis- 
appearance in the desert, my husband would be sent in chains 
to the Mahdi, and you know what his fate would then be, 
while the least that will befall us all will be to be sold into 
slavery. What then do you advise?” 

‘‘With your permission I will think it over,” Edgar replied. 
“The position is a difficult one; the danger is, as you say, 
great.” 

“Go, then, and think it over, Muley.” 

Edgar went out of the tent and squatted down (a position 
which had at first been very fatiguing, but to which he was 
now accustomed) by the embers of the fire before it, and 
thought over what had best be done. For himself, he felt 
sure that he could make his escape, for though a general watch 
might be kept, one man could doubtless crawl away in the 
darkness; but he felt that he could not abandon the sheik 
in a moment of danger. It was, in fact, owing to himself 
that the sheik was now in his present position. It was true 
that the Arab had refused to give him up to the Mahdi's 
people at Metemmeh, not from any love towards him, but of 
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his own obstinate and headstrong disposition. However, that 
refusal, whatever its motive, had undoubtedly saved his life; 
and, moreover, the sheik had behaved with great kindness to 
him since, and he felt that it was clearly his duty to do all in 
his power to assist him now; but how? 

It was upwards of an hour before he rose from the fire and 
again entered the sheik’s tent. The sheik was sitting smoking 
gravely. Amina was baking some bread over the embers in 
the middle of the tent. 

“ What is your counsel, Muley?” she asked. 

“T see no plan,” he said, “by which my lord can get away 
with all his followers and camels. One or two might steal out 
from the camp, and I thought at first that if Yussuf and my- 
self—who would not be so closely watched as he will be, for 
there are two sentries outside the tent—could manage to steal 
out with our guns and to open fire in the darkness upon the 
camp, the Mahdists, thinking they were attacked, would seize 
their arms and run out, and in the confusion my lord and you 
and some of the others might make their escape. But this 
plan is full of danger, and it might not succeed, for they might 
suspect that those who attacked them were of your party, and 
a portion would remain to keep guard over you. This, then, 
should be the last resource, for if the attempt was made and 
failed, escape would be more difficult than ever. 

“It appears to me that the first thing to do is to try and 
bribe the chief. At present he only suspects you of trading 
without a license, and were my lord to see him and to offer 
him half the camels and the burdens, to let him go free with 
the remainder, he might accept it. If that failed, we can still 
try my plan. I would take my gun and crawl out with Yussuf. 
I would go two or three hundred yards away to the right, and 
would then fire as quickly as I could, moving while I did s0; 
so that they might think that there were many attacking them. 
Then, my lord, in the confusion you and your wife with the 
child should try to make your escape. As soon as the camp is 
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aroused and they are advancing against us we would move 
round to the left of the camp, and you would join us there and 
make straight across the country and be far away by daylight.” 

“But how could we travel without camels?” the sheik broke 
in impatiently; “they would surely overtake us before long.” 

“There are deserted villages in which we might hide until 
the pursuit is over,” Edgar said. ‘As they would gain all the 
camels and goods it would matter little to them that three or 
four persons had escaped.” 

“Not until they reached El-Obeid,” the sheik said. ‘Then 
they would learn who we were, and would scour the country 
for us. Camels we must have if we are to escape. Besides, 
I should be aruined man, and might as well be killed at once.” 

“Not altogether ruined, sheik,” Edgar said. ‘ You remem- 
ber that we buried many of your valuables and arms at the 
wady.” 

“We could never get there without camels,” the sheik said 
gloomily. 

“‘Itmight bedone, sheik. Several men accompanied thecamels 
on foot, and we could perform the journey so on our way back; 
but I should not counsel that. My idea was that we should 
get as far away from here as possible, and should then leave 
your wife and child in some village, We could take with us 
goods which would be quite sufficient to ensure a welcome for 
her until you return. Then I should propose that you and I with 
Yussuf, who is certainly faithful, should make our way down 
on foot as Arab fighting men to Berber, and then on to Osman 
Digma, who is, we know, close to Suakim. Thence we might 
readily find means of escaping him and entering the town, and 
then, as I told you, I can promise you a ransom that would 
enable you to buy more camels and goods than you have lost 
here, to return to your wife and child and take them with you 
to your wady. As to camels, I do not altogether despair of 
getting some, They are, as usual, grazing outside the camp, 
they know Yussuf’s voice and mine, and when we first escape 
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we might lead four of them away and take them to the left of 
the camp, where you are afterwards to meet us. Before mor- 
ning we could be very many miles away.” 

“Ah! if you could do that!” the chief said, showing for the 
first time a lively interest in the matter, “it might be possible. 
However, I will try first of all if the officer will accept a bribe. 
If he will do so it will give us two days’ start, and we can then 
arrange matters as you say.” 

Without another word he rose and went to the door of the 
tent. The two sentries placed there stepped forward and told 
him that their orders were that he was not to leave it. 

“T wish not to leave it,” he said; “I desire only to speak to 
your commander. I have something of importance to say to 
him. Will you pray him to come to me?” 

One of the sentries at once went across to the commander's 
tent and shortly returned with him. 

‘‘ Master,” the sheik said, “I have done wrong in journeying 
without a license, but I came from the desert and did not know 
the law. I must pay for my fault, though I cannot think that 
the commander at El-Obeid would be hard upon one who has 
erred from ignorance. However, as it is urgent for me to press 
on my journey, I will relinquish to you one-third of my camels 
and their burdens if you will let us travel on with the others, 
and give us a permit from yourself so that none may molest us 
in future.” : 

As the officer had no suspicion that the Arab’s first story 
was untrue he hesitated; then he said, “Not so; all your 
camels are forfeited for breaking the laws of the Mahdi.” 

‘But those who err in ignorance are surely not punished 
like those who err wilfully,” the sheik urged. “But I am 
pressed for time. I am journeying south to the tents of my 
wife’s father, who has sent to say that he is sick unto death 
and wishes to see her before he dies. Be content, my lord, and 
take half the camels.” The officer thought that the offer was 
a good one. It was probable that the governor of El-Obeid 
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would not fine the Arab more than half his camels, seeing that 
he had broken the law inadvertently, and in that case he 
himself would have but a small share in the spoil; whereas if 
he consented to the proposal, the camels would all fall to himself, 
saving one or two he might give to his officers to induce them 
to keep silence as to the affair. 

“T will be more merciful than you deserve, Arab,” he said; 
“T will take half your camels with their loads; but see that 
you cheat me not; if you do, it will be worse for you. Divide 
the animals and goods to-morrow morning in two equal parts. 
I will take that which pleases me most. I have spoken;” and 
turning upon his heel he went back to his tent. 

Edgar, standing within, heard the conversation. ‘You have 
heard,” the sheik said when he had entered; “half my property 
is gone, but I have freedom and the other half. I have had 
worse misfortunes than this. So far your counsel has turned 
out well, Muley. Now about the future. We shall have but 
four days’ start. He will reach El-Obeid by evening the day 
after to-morrow. There he will hear that he has let slip through 
his fingers the man for whom all the country is in search, and 
horsemen will be despatched instantly in pursuit; probably 
they will be here the next evening; it is but a reprieve. Jour- 
ney as fast as we will they will soon overtake us.” 

‘Yes, if we pursue our course in the same direction, sheik, 
but this we must not do. I should say that as soon as the 
division is made we should start south; it is as well that they 
should see the direction in which we are travelling. Then as 
soon as we are well out of sight of the camp I should say let 
us break up the party into six or eight parts and bid them 
travel in different directions east and west, and then make to 
the point where we arrived from the desert, and strike across 
to the wady. A party like ours would be noticed at once, 
but two or three persons each with a camel carrying their 
belongings would be scarce observed; and the Mahdi’s horse- 


men, asking if a caravan of ten camels had passed, would be 
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told that no such party had been seen. At any rate most of 
your men would be able to regain the wady and there to await 
your return. Then I should propose that you on one camel 
and your wife and child on another, with such goods as you 
require to pay your way, with myself on foot dressed as for- 
merly as a slave, should strike in the direction of Khartoum, 
but keeping this side of the river until we reach Berber. Of 
course you could take Yussuf with you or not as you might 
choose; but I think that you would find him useful.” 

“You would like him to go?” the sheik asked in a tone of 
suspicion, for it flashed across him that if Edgar and Yussuf 
made common cause he would be at their mercy, 

“T should like him to go, sheik. The negro has always been 
civil and obliging to me from the day when I thrashed his 
companion, and if when we arrive at a port on the Red Sea 
you are willing to part with him I will gladly arrange to buy 
him of you at any reasonable price that you might name.’ 

“So be it,” the sheik said; “the matter is settled.” 

Next morning the sheik and his followers were on foot early. 
They divided the camels with the greatest care into two por- 
tions, debating earnestly on the merits of each animal; then 
the goods, which were of but trifling value, were also divided. 
When all was done the Mahdi’s officer came down and closely 
inspected both lots of animals. 

“ There is nothing to choose between them,” he said; “ you 
have made a just division. I will take the right-hand lot, and 
the horse is of course mine;” and to the disgust of the sheik 
he ordered one of the followers to take it to his tent. ‘Here 
is a permit for you to journey and trade as you will.” The 
soldiers were already under arms, the Arabs hastily packed 
their tents and cooking-pots on the camels that remained to 
them, and the two parties set off almost at the same instant in 
two opposite directions. When they had travelled for an hour 
the sheik halted his caravan and explained the situation to his 
followers. 
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‘As soon as the Mahdists reach the town they will hear of 
us, and hot pursuit will be instantly set on foot; therefore it 
is necessary for the present to abandon our plans and for you 
to return at once to the wady from which we started. But if 
our pursuers obtain news of a caravan of our size they will be 
sure to overtake us; therefore it is also necessary that we should 
separate at once. Let each man, therefore, take his camel, his 
wife, and his belongings, and journey singly. Let some go 
east and some west, and making a circuit to avoid El-Obeid 
reach the edge of the desert as best you may. Do not wait 
there for each other, but let each as he reaches it strike across 
to the wells. When you reach the wady wait there for me. 
I go with my wife and Muley and Yussuf. We shall take two 
camels and journey north. There I hope to obtain a sum for 
the surrender of Muley, which will more than repay us the loss 
we have suffered to-day.” 

The Arabs at once obeyed the orders of the sheik and in a 
few minutes were speeding across the country. 

‘We will go on for another three or four hours’ march,” the 
sheik said, “before we turn to the east. Our pursuers will be 
sure to inquire for us at every place they pass, and if they hear 
that solitary camel-men have been seen making their way across 
the country they will turn off at once in pursuit. It is therefore 
better that they should move off some distance before we turn 
off.” The sheik had chosen two camels which, though not 
remarkable for their looks, were of better blood than the rest, 
and more capable of performing long journeys. He and 
his wife and child rode on one of the animals, Edgar with 
Yussuf behind him on the other. At noon they turned off 
from the southern course they had before been pursuing. They 
continued their journey until long after sunset, and then halted 
for a few hours to rest the camels. 

The moon rose at eight o'clock, and as soon as it was up 
they started again, travelling now in a north-easterly direction 
in order to throw their pursuers off their track. At daybreak 
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they halted again, this time in a grove. A fire was lit and 
Yussuf cooked some meal cakes, and a bountiful feed of grain 
was given to each animal, As speed was less an object than 
secrecy no move was made until nightfall, in order that they 
might pass through the villages unobserved. The journey was 
continued until the following morning, when they again halted. 
They were now following a track which would, the sheik said, 
lead them after a few miles into the main road between El- 
Obeid and Khartoum. 

This time the halt was of but a few hours’ duration, as they 
hoped that they had baffled their pursuers and could now travel 
without attracting any special attention. They had reached 
the road and were proceeding along it when Yussuf saw dust 
rising in the distance. He called the attention of the sheik to 
it, and the camels were pressed forward to their utmost speed. 
But camels will seldom go far beyond their accustomed walk; 
and it soon became apparent that they were being rapidly 
overtaken by the strangers who were pressing on behind. By 
this time it could be seen that the party following them were 
also mounted on camels. Two riders had detached themselves 
from the main body and were coming on at a rapid pace. 

“They must be mounted on heiries,” the sheik said; ‘see 
how they come along! There is no avoiding them.” 

“They are not the Mahdi’s men,” Yussuf said presently; ‘I 
can see by their dress that they are in Arab robes.” 

“They are riding for a purpose,” the sheik said, “or they 
would not travel so fast, and yet if their purpose were hostile 
they would hardly leave their followers so far behind. If 
they know aught of El Bakhat they will know that he is not 
a man to surrender without resistance. Prepare your gun, 
Muley. Methinks there are but two men with the four camels 
behind, and if we slay these first we shall have no difficulty 
with them.” 

The strangers came rapidly up, and as they approached the 
sheik saw that they were an Arab trader and a wild-looking 
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native. As they came up they reined in their camels and the 
trader gave the usual Arab salutation, which was responded to 
by the sheik. Two or three of the usual ceremonial sentences 
were repeated on both sides. 

‘My brother’s name is El Bakhat?” the new-comer said. 

“My name is my own,” the sheik replied, “and is no con- 
cern of strangers.” 

“‘T come as a friend,” the Arab said. “TI arrived at El-Obeid 
yesterday and heard that a body of horsemen had set out 
in pursuit of you. Yesterday evening some returned with 
@ prisoner, who said that your party had separated and that 
you were travelling north. Two parties of horsemen were 
ordered to start at daybreak. Thinking that you might make 
for Khartoum, I set out at once to warn you.” 

By this time the wild-looking young native had slipped 
from his camel and walked up to Edgar, staring fixedly at 
him. Edgar, not knowing what to make of the movement, 
shifted his rifle forward, when the native gave a wild cry, 
“Edgar !” 

Edgar gazed at him with stupefaction. It was Rupert’s 
voice; but how could this wild figure be Rupert? how could 
he be here? 

“Edgar, do you not know me? I am Rupert!” 

Edgar could doubt no longer. He flung himself from his 
camel and rushed into his brother’s arms. 

“Am I mad or dreaming?” he exclaimed, as he still failed 
altogether to recognize Rupert in his disguise. ‘It is Rupert's 
voice surely, but it cannot be Rupert.” 

“Tt is me, sure enough, Edgar; and you are neither mad 
nor dreaming.” 

“But this hair?” Edgar said, still bewildered, gazing at the 
wild, unkempt locks. 

“It is a wig, neither more nor less, Edgar, made for me at 
Cairo; and a first-rate job too.” 

Edgar could doubt no longer, but with the certainty and joy 
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a strange weakness seemed to come over him, and he would 
have fallen had not Rupert seized him. 

“Stand up, old boy; it is all right, and natural enough. We 
heard at Metemmeh of your having been carried away, and as 
of course I wasn’t going to let you remain a slave among these 
fellows, I got leave of absence from Wolseley, got a disguise 
and a first-rate guide, and, thank God, I have come to you at 
last.” 

The surprise of El] Bakhat at seeing this meeting between 
Muley and this young native was much greater than that of 
the other Arab, who had heard at El-Obeid the evening before 
that the white slave was journeying in disguise with his captor. 

“This is my brother, sheik,” Edgar said to him. “He has 
come all this way in disguise to look for and rescue me.” 

‘He has done well,” the sheik said warmly, while Amina 
clapped her hands in pleasure. 

“Ts the story about the pursuit after us true?” Edgar asked. 

“Yes, quite true. The horsemen will not be many hours 
before they overtake us.” 

A hurried consultation was held between the two sheiks, and 
it was decided to strike off to the south-east again, and as soon 
as the followers arrived with the camels the united parties left 
the road and made across the country, Edgar taking his place 
on the camel behind Rupert. He still felt like one in a dream, 
and even now could scarce believe that it was really Rupert 
who was riding before him. The latter, who had been looking 
forward to the meeting, was yet scarcely less surprised at what 
had taken place, It had seemed such a hopeless task looking 
for Edgar over so wide an expanse of country that he could 
scarcely credit that he had succeeded in finding him, and for a 
time the feelings were so deep on both sides that hardly a word 
was spoken. It was not, indeed, until the camels came to a 
halt late in the evening that they began to talk naturally. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 


HOME! 


OU are a nice fellow, ain’t you, Edgar, to give us all this 
trouble,” Rupert said, as he held him at arm’s-length and 
gazed at him in the light of the fire that Yussuf had lighted. 

“I see now that I made an awful ass of myself,” Edgar said; 
“but I think you would have done the same if you had been 
in my place, Rupert, and had heard what I heard.” 

“TI have no doubt I should,” Rupert agreed; “it must have 
been an awful thing to hear. Still you must have seen by the 
advertisements that father did not believe the woman’s story.” 

“‘I did not see the advertisements,” Edgar said. “I would 
not look at a paper, because I thought he would advertise for 
me to come back, and I felt I could not do so, and it would 
have been harder to keep away if I had seen them. You told 
me they were all well at home.” 

This was the first question he had asked after he had mounted 
Rupert’s camel. 

“Quite well when I last heard. I wrote and told them all 
about you.” 

“Then the sergeant was found, and did not die?” 

“He died the first day after we found him,” Rupert said 
gravely. ‘He was insensible when we discovered him; and I 
should have known nothing about him if they hadn’t found 
two letters upon him, one to me and one to father, saying that 
his wife’s story was a lie, and that he could swear that neither 
of them could in any way identify either of us from the other. 
He recovered consciousness before he died, and signed in the 
presence of witnesses a deposition to the same effect. So you 
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saw me at Korti, Edgar, and would not make yourself known? 
I would not have believed it of you.” 

“Well, you see, Rupert, I did not know at the time that the 
sergeant was who he was, and still believed the woman’s story 
to be true. Besides, I had gone my own way, and did not 
mean to see any of you again until I had got on and could do 
without assistance. It seemed to me to be like asking for help, 
and after all that I had had under false pretences I would 
have rather died than do that.” 

“But you see it wasn’t under false pretences, Edgar, and 
you had as much right to consider yourself father’s son as I had. 
You must have known that from the sergeant afterwards.” 

“Vos, I did learn that,” Edgar allowed, “but I think that 
made me even more disinclined than before to show myself; it 
would have looked as if I had come back only to put in a claim.” 

“You are the most pig-headed fellow I ever saw, Edgar. 
However, I hope you have got out of all that feeling now.” 

‘Quite, Rupert; I am quite ready to go back with you 
and beg their pardon at home for all the trouble I have given 
them, And to think that you have run all this awful risk to 
find me!” 

“Stuff and nonsense, Edgar! When I found that you had 
been carried away as a slave, as a matter of course I deter- 
mined to get you out as soon as possible, just as you would 
have done had I been caught by them; but I could have done 
nothing if it hadn’t been for this Arab I am travelling with. 
Of course he will be well paid; but still men are often tempted 
to be unfaithful however well they are paid;” and then he 
went on to tell Edgar of the arrangement that had been made 
with the sheik. Edgar in return gave him a short sketch of 
his life since they had parted at Cheltenham, and told him of 
the promises he had made to El Bakhat if he would take him 
down to one of the Red Sea ports. 
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“T suppose they are d.scussing the matter together,” he said, 
glancing at the two Arabs, who were deep in conversation on 
the other side of the fire. ‘Well, sheik, what plan have you 
determined upon ?” 

“We both think that it will be impossible for us to travel 
north either to Egypt, or to Berber and thence to Suakim. They 
will be on the watch for us everywhere. Our best plan will be 
to make for Massowah.” 

“Well, sheik, you have heard that Ben Ibyn has agreed to 
deliver us at one of the ports for a handsome reward. He 
knows that Englishmen’s words can be relied upon, and that 
there is no fear of his not getting the amount promised him. 
My brother and I agree to give you an equal sum to that which 
he will receive there.” 

“He has not told me the sum,” El Bakhat said, 

“Tell him the terms, Ben Ibyn,” Rupert put in. ‘Not of 
course those you have already received for your expenses, but 
the sum that is to be paid you when you arrive at a port.” 

The sheik repeated the terms to El Bakhat, who at once 
expressed himself as perfectly satisfied with them. 

“The English are rich and generous,” he said. ‘El Bakhat 
will do his best to take them where they wish to go.” 

“ Are you thinking of travelling with all this train?” Rupert 
asked Ben Ibyn. 

‘““No, there is no occasion to do so. I have friends at a 
village on the Nile, and there my followers and their camels 
will remain, and El Bakhat’s wife and child will remain with 
them also. We four will then travel on alone, taking with us Yus- 
suf to cook for us and look after the camels. We shall separate 
from the others at once, as it will be much safer to travel in 
two small parties. There will be no fear as to their safety, as 
they will take my regular permit to trade, and no one will con- 
nect them in any way with El] Bakhat. You and your brother 
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will ride the heiries. I have a half-bred camel that will carry 
me well, although it will not compare in speed with yours. 
El Bakhat’s camel is also a good one. If we are pursued, we 
have agreed that our best plan will be to turn off and find a 
hiding-place, and for you to push on alone. On those camels you 
may defy pursuit. If pushed they will travel a hundred and 
fifty miles a day. When you get to Massowah you will wait 
until we join you there. We are content to trust to your 
word. Still we hope that we may keep together; for although 
your brother now speaks Arabic so well that he could pass as a 
native in casual conversation, it is better that we should be 
together, in which case it will be we who will do the talking.” 

‘Have you two heiries?” Edgar asked Rupert. 

“They are not quite full bred. It is very rare to meet with 
them, and the price is extremely high; but these are nearly 
full bred, and can swing along as fast as a horse can trot, and 
keep it up for twelve hours at a stretch.” 

The march was resumed at midnight. The two sheiks rode 
ahead, Edgar and Rupert followed on the heiries, while Yussuf 
was mounted on one of the spare camels, and rode with the 
other Arab in the rear. The two brothers talked by turns, and 
both were surprised when the first streak of daylight appeared. 
The party now separated, the sheik’s wife and child taking 
their seats on one of the camels. She took a warm farewell of 
Edgar. 

“Amina will never forget the young white man who has lived 
in her tents,” she said. ‘He is brave in war, and is a wise 
counsellor; he will be a great man among his own people.” 

“And I shall never forget you,” Edgar replied, “and your 
kindness to the white slave. When the sheik returns from Mas- 
sowah he shall bring with him tokens of my remembrance.” 

As soon as the party had separated the sheiks put their 
camels to their best speed. Yussuf had been taken up by 
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Edgar and rode behind him, the heiries carrying the double 
weight with ease. At sunset they halted. 

“We are now,” El Bakhat said to Edgar, “beyond the reach 
of pursuit. We may be stopped and arrested by others, but 
those from El-Obeid will never see the tails of our camels.” 

“T wish,” Edgar said as they were riding along the next 
morning, “that you could get rid of that wig and your dye for 
five minutes, Rupert, so that I could see what you really look 
like. You are such an awful object with that bush of hair 
that I do not seem to recognize you at all. It is different with 
me. I am only brown, while you are a sort of dirty black, 
and when this cloth round my head is off you really see me as 
I am.” 

“We should not have known each other by our figures. It 
is nearly three years since you left Cheltenham, and of course 
we have both widened out a lot since then. You have widened 
more than I have, but I have grown most.” 

“Yes, you are quite two inches taller than I am, Rupert. 
What are you—six feet?” 

“ About half an inch under.” 

“Ah! then you are just the two inches taller. I am forty, 
chest measurement.” 

“Tam not more than thirty-seven, Edgar.” 

“Ah! I expect you will be forty before you have done, 
Rupert; you see neither of us is anything like his full width 
yet. I have had harder work than you have.” 

“Ah! Edgar, if we could both play in the house team now 
it would make a difference, wouldn’t it? You remember how 
Skinner was always lamenting our want of weight.” 

“I don’t think,” Edgar said with a laugh, “that he has gained 
much in weight. He was about our size before, but he looked 
to me quite a little chap when I saw him on the march.” 

“He is tough,” Rupert said; “he is like whip-cord all over; 
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he is a capital fellow, not a bit changed. Easton has turned 
out first-rate; he was awfully good to me after you went away, 
and took no end of pains to cheer me up, had me down to his 
place in the holidays, and was a real friend. He is a big fellow 
now, and in another two or three years will make a splendid 
man. They will be delighted when we both turn up again. I 
don’t think either of them thought, when they said good-bye 
to me, that I should ever get back. They thought the language 
would floor me, I think. You have got on wonderfully that 
way. I thought I had picked it up pretty quickly, but you 
jaw away as if you had been years at it.” 

“TI have been more with them, Rupert; besides, I had 
picked up a little in the year I was at Cairo. You see I 
had nearly four months start of you, and in the life I led 
among them of course I had a lot more occasion to talk than 
you have had, always on camel back and only talking in the 
encampment at night. El Bakhat says that in a casual conver- 
sation now no one would notice that I was not a native. So 
if we do get into any mess and have to ride for it by ourselves, 
we shall have no difficulty in making our way across the 
country; but I do not see much chance of that. If we should 
fall in with the Mahdists your sheik can give his name and 
appear to be the head of the party, and as there is nothing 
against him I don’t see why we should have any trouble.” 

“TI daresay we shall fall in with some Mahdists,” Rupert 
said. “I got up the maps thoroughly before I started, and 
specially studied the routes leading to the coast. I fancy the 
line we shall travel will take us down by Kassala, The 
Mahdists were besieging it, but I don’t know whether it has 
fallen or not. The safest route would certainly be to go through 
Abyssinia, but the Arabs wouldn’t like to travel that way if 
they could help it. There have been troubles for years between 
Abyssinia and the Soudan, and it is by no means certain what 


WITHOUT ADVENTURE. 365 


sort of treatment we should meet if we got there. Massowah 
is certainly the best place to strike for. Suakim would have 
been the best place in some respects, because there are lots of 
English there and we should have no difficulty in getting 
money to pay the sheiks; but after all it is only a question of 
a week or two’s delay at the most. I have letters from my 
father authorizing me to draw upon him for any amount, and 
if we eannot get it at Massowah we shall only have to send up 
to the officer in command at Suakim; he would cash a draft 
out of the pay-chest; or if he could not do it that way, would 
get some merchant there to do it.” 

They no longer hurried, but made moderate marches, stop- 
ping only at small villages. There was no difficulty in obtain- 
ing food and shelter, as Rupert’s conductor had brought on 
with him a sufficient store of merchandise to pay their way 
down to the coast. On these occasions Edgar and Rupert kept 
in the background looking after the camels, while Yussuf 
waited upon the sheiks, and afterwards cooked a meal for the 
two Englishmen. He did most of the talking with the poorer 
villagers, gossiped with them about the state of the country, 
the chance of peace being re-established, and retailed all sorts 
of wonderful stories of the doings of the Mahdists. 

Both branches of the Nile were crossed in their journey, 
but no incident of any kind occurred until they had passed 
the eastern arm. They were now getting into a more dangerous 
country. Bodies of the Mahdi’s troops going to and from 
Kassala, which had, they learned, at last surrendered, were 
encountered, and questions were asked as to where they were 
going and what was the object of their journey. 

Upon these occasions Ben Ibyn acted as spokesman and 
represented that they had friends among the Hadendowah 
tribesmen, and wished to learn whether any trade could be opened 
with the coast. When within a day’s march of Kassala they 
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met a number of camels Jaden with spoil from that town on 
their way to Khartoum, accompanied by a number of foot 
soldiers and ten or twelve horsemen. Riding twenty or thirty 
yards behind the sheiks Edgar saw one of the horsemen look 
earnestly at El Bakhat, and then spur forward to speak to the 
others who were a short distance ahead. 

“That fellow has recognized El Bakhat!” he exclaimed; 
“ride on, Rupert!” 

They both shook the halters and the heiries broke into a 
trot. 

‘Ride, sheiks!” Edgar exclaimed as he came up to the 
others; ‘one of the horsemen has recognized El Bakhat.” 

A minute or two later they heard a shout behind them, but 
paid no attention. 

“We have got four or five hundred yards start,” Rupert 
said, looking back, “but the horsemen will overtake us; they 
can go faster than the camels for a burst. Ride, sheik,” he 
said; ‘push on to the utmost. If we can get a mile away from 
the footmen before they come up to us we can thrash the 
horsemen.” 

The start they had obtained while the man who had recog- 
nized El] Bakhat was explaining to the others who he was and 
how much his capture was desired at Khartoum, was invalu- 
able to the fugitives, and the horsemen started in a body, 
shouting and yelling and firing their guns. The bullets whistled 
harmlessly round the fugitives. 

“Make for that clump of trees on rising ground,” Edgar 
said; “then spring off the camels and fight them on foot. 
What arms have you, Rupert?” 

“T have two revolvers besides this rifle. You take one of 
them; we shall beat them off easily enough, they are only 
about two to one.” 

When they reached the trees they were but a hundred yards 
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ahead and less than a mile from the caravan, which had halted 
when the horsemen commenced the pursuit. They leapt from 
their camels. 

“Do you hold their bridles, Yussuf,” Edgar said; “ we will 
beat them off,” and steadying his rifle against the trunk of a 
tree he fired at the nearest horseman, who fell instantly from 
the saddle, 

Rupert’s rifle cracked a moment later, and the two sheiks 
added their fire. Had the horsemen been coming up in a close 
body they would have gained the wood, for the leader was but 
fifty yards away when Edgar fired; but they were scattered, 
and the leaders being shot down the others wheeled their 
horses and galloped back towards the caravan at full speed. 

“Now we will be off again,” Rupert said, and in a minute 
they had mounted and continued their flight. 

“There is no fear of the footmen overtaking us,” Ben Ibyn 
remarked. ‘Our camels are not like yours, but they can trot 
at a good pace for forty miles. It is fortunate we had them, for 
they would soon have been up to them had we only had common 
camels, Of course we must strike off straight for Massowah 
now. The danger is not over; some of the horsemen will bear 
the news to Kassala and a troop will be sent out in pursuit of 
us, It is well that we have journeyed quietly and that the 
beasts are in good condition.” 

Hour after hour passed. The camels kept on with un- 
swerving gait until long after nightfall. 

“My beast smells water,” Ben Ibyn said as his camel, after 
waving his head backwards and forwards, suddenly quickened 
its pace. 

Another quarter of an hour they stopped at a small pool in 
what during the rainy season was the bed of a river, and here 
they halted. The camels having drunk their fill were given 
an ample allowance of corn from the saddle-bags, and were then 
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picketed close at hand, while Yussuf prepared a meal for their 
masters. 

‘What is the country like that we have to traverse?” Edgar 
asked, 

“By to-morrow night,” Ben Ibyn said, “we shall have 
reached the mountains. We are on very high land now, and 
have a great descent to make to reach the coast. We must 
inquire the way to the pass by which the road from Kassala 
descends to Massowah. If we strike it without failure we 
shall be safe; but if we mises our way, and the horsemen from 
Kassala get there first, we shall be in a bad position. They 
will have heard of our arms and strength, and are sure to have 
too strong a force for us to attack. If we fail to find the road 
at once, our best plan would be to turn and travel north until 
we reach a road going down to Suakim.” 

“Would that one of us had travelled here before!” El 
Bakhat said. “If we could but have continued our journey 
to-night we should be safe. Upon the desert one can travel by 
the stars, but the ground is getting far too broken to cross at 
night; we should only weary our camels in vain.” 

‘“‘ How far is it to the gorge you speak of, El Bakhat?” 

“IT know not for certain. Those who travel the road have 
told me that it is three or four days’ journey with laden camels 
from Kassala. Our camels can easily do three days’ march in 
one, and if we have the good fortune to strike the road near 
the mouth of the pass we may pass through it before dark to- 
morrow; but by that time they may be there from Kassala,” 

“Well, I suppose we must take our chances,” Rupert said. 

He and Edgar soon lay down and were fast asleep, but the 
two Arabs talked together for a long time before they fol- 
lowed their example. At daybreak the party were on their 
feet. 

“We talked it over last night,” Ben Ibyn said; “and we 
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both think that it were best not to proceed. The horsemen 
would have reached the town with the news three hours after 
noon, and had they sent off at once horsemen and fast camel- 
men down the road to Massowah, we think that they would be 
at the pass before we could possibly reach it. Had we known 
the country and could have travelled all night, we should have 
been there long before them. As it is, the risk would be too 
great. We are already some distance north of the Massowah 
road, and it will not be so many days longer a journey to Suakim 
than to Massowah. Osman Digma is lying at Handoub and 
Tamai, so we cannot come down by the Berber road; but there 
are passes by which we can descend to the low country near 
Tokar. Once down there we can cross from the foot of the 
hills to the sea by night, and then follow the coast until we 
arrive at Suakim.” 

“T think that is the best plan, sheik,” Edgar said. ‘A few 
days will make no difference, and it would be as well to avoid 
all risks.” 

Accordingly, on mounting, the camels’ heads were turned to 
the north-east. Yussuf rode behind Rupert and Edgar by 
turns, so as to divide the labour between the two heiries. A 
few villages were passed, but the inhabitants fled into their 
houses or into the fields on seeing the approach of the party, 
the arrival of strangers meaning extortion and demands for 
tribute. So they journeyed for several days, until one after- 
noon they came to a large village, which was evidently in- 
habited. They alighted and knocked at the door of the prin- 
cipal house. No answer was at first returned, but on E] Bakhat 
shouting that he would break down the door if it was not 
opened, bolts were heard to unfasten. The door opened, and 
an old man presented himself. 

“Why did you not reply to our knocking?” El Bakhat 


asked angrily. ‘Is this your hospitality to strangers?” 
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“My lord must pardon me,” he said submissively; “but it 
was but last week that a party of the Mahdi’s soldiers came 
along here and stripped the village of all it possessed, and 
drove off its bullocks and sheep. Save our grain, we have 
nought that we can call our own.” 

“We do not belong to the Mahdi,” Ben Ibyn said, “but are 
peaceful travellers. We desire only to fill our bags with grain 
for the animals, for which we will pay you the full value. For 
ourselves we need nothing, although, if you have peradventure 
a kid or a sheep left among you we will gladly purchase it.” 

“Enter, my lord,” the old man replied briskly, evidently 
much relieved at the announcement; “all that the village still 
possesses is at your service.” 

He gave an order, and a boy brought out a basket of grain, 
which he emptied before the camels, while the two Arabs, 
Edgar, and Rupert entered the house. Ten minutes later a 
villager brought in a freshly-killed kid, which Yussuf, after 
lighting a fire in the court-yard, proceeded to cut up and cook. 
In the meantime the Arabs had entered into a conversation 
with the peasant as to the routes down to the sea. They 
learned that so far they had been coming in the right direction, 
and that some thirty miles farther they would come upon a 
track leading down to Tokar. 

‘You must look well for it,” he said; “it is never greatly 
traversed, and since the troubles all trade has ceased, and you 
may well cross the track without noticing it.” 

‘“ Have you any in the village who know the track?” Edgar 
asked. 

‘There are several here who have been down to Tokar, my 
lord.” 

‘We will give ten yards of good cloth to one who will go 
and set us on the road. We will take him behind one of our 
camels, and as we shall start at daybreak he can be back here 
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before nightfall. I suppose when we once find the track it 
will not be difficult to follow it.” 

“IT can doubtless find a guide,” the peasant said; “he can 
give you instructions as to the path, or he could go with you, 
if you choose, still su rter, to show you the way. I will go 
and find you such a man.” 

An active-looking young native presently arrived, and ‘said 
that he was willing to be their guide to the point where the 
track left the high lands and entered the gorges leading down 
towards the sea. It was, he said, four days camels’ march 
beyond the point where they would strike the track, and he 
would accompany them this distance for forty yards of cotton 
cloth. The bargain was struck at once, and the following 
morning they started, the guide riding behind Edgar. 

As there was no occasion for haste, and the camels might be 
required to exert their utmost speed when they reached the 
low country, the journey was performed by three easy stages, 
the distances being about forty miles each day. It was well 
that they had a guide with them, for the track was in most 
places entirely obliterated. 

“You cannot miss your way now,” the native said at their 
last halting-place by some shallow wells. ‘This depression 
leads straight down to the pass. It is two days’ march hence 
to the lower plains. When the valley at last opens on them 
you will be about ten miles west of Tokar.” 

The next morning the guide started on his return journey. 
The cloth had been given to him before starting, and he now 
carried a few pounds of grain and a small bag full of dried 
dates for his five days’ journey back to his village. 

The journey down the gorges was an arduous one. The 
path had been swept away by the last season’s rains, and in 
some places where the valley narrowed to a gorge but a few 
yards wide, with the rocks rising sheer up hundreds of feet on 
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either side, the bottom was filled with large blocks of stone 
brought down by the floods, whose highest level could be seen 
forty or fifty feet above them on the rocks. Occasionally it 
was necessary to build a sloping platform with small boulders 
of stones to enable the camels to get over the vast blocks that 
filled the space between the walls. 

It took them three days of arduous labour; but the valley 
at last opened out, and they saw a broad expanse of country 
stretching before them. No one had either met or passed 
them on the way down; but here in the lower valley there 
were several flocks of sheep and goats watched over by Arab 
boys. These, at the sight of strangers, hastily collected their 
animals and drove them up the hillside, but at a shout from 
Ben Ibyn, saying that they were friends and would do them 
no harm, two of them presently came down. 

On hearing that the travellers intended to camp for the 
night they led the way to the wells, and for three yards of 
cotton killed and brought in a sheep. Presently the rest 
of the lads came down and squatted near the fire that Yussuf 
had kindled, and after the party had dined were rejoiced by 
the present of some wheaten cakes and a portion of the cooked 
meat. They now became very communicative. They belonged 
to the Hadendowah tribe. There were three or four hundred 
of the dervishes at Tokar. Osman Digma had in all four or 
five thousand men at Handoub, and was soon going to drive 
the Kaffirs into the sea. Many of their tribe were with him, 
but others were disheartened at the long delay to carry his 
promise into effect. They had lost, too, a great many of their 
best fighting men in the battles with the Kaffirs, but no doubt 
when Osman Digma announced that the favourable time had 
arrived, all would again join him in order to have their share 
of the plunder of Suakim. 

The next day they stopped at the wells, telling the boys 
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that the camels were sorely wearied by their journey down the 
gorge, and that they needed a day’s rest. In the evening as 
soon as the meal was over they mounted their camels, much 
to the surprise of the native boys, and started. Edgar could 
judge of the general position, for though he had not been as 
far as Tokar he could tell pretty well the line they should 
take to come down upon Trinkitat. As soon as they were 
fairly out of the valley the camels were put to their full speed, 
and in four hours the sea shining in the bright moonlight lay 
before them. Crossing a shallow lagoon they were upon the 
sandy beach. 

The pace of the camels was now slackened, as it was useless 
to arrive at Suakim before daybreak, as they would have been 
liable to be shot by the sentries in the forts if they approached 
in the darkness. When day broke Edgar and Rupert gave a 
shout of joy, for three or four miles away could be seen the 
masts of shipping. Again the camels broke into a trot, and in 
half an hour they approached the forts raised to defend the 
town on the land side from the attacks by Osman Digma’s 
followers. No questions were asked them, for natives belonging 
to friendly tribes frequently entered or left the town. 

As they crossed the ground between the forts and the town 
they saw a party of marines marching out to relieve those who 
had occupied the fort at night. They reined in their camels, 
and Rupert addressed the officer marching at the head of the 
party. 

“Can you tell me, sir, if Lieutenant Skinner is at Suakim at 
present ?” 

The officer was astounded at being thus addressed in pure 
English by a wild-looking native, and the men following him 
were no less astonished. 

“Is it possible.” the officer exclaimed, “that you are Mr. 
Clinton?” 
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“That is my name,” Rupert replied. 

The officer advanced and grasped his hand warmly. “Iam 
glad indeed to see you,” he said; “Skinner is my subaltern, 
and has often spoken to me of what he considered your hope- 
less journey to try to find your brother, and said that if you 
did get through it alive you were as likely as not to turn up 
here. I congratulate you indeed. Have you been successful?” 
and he looked doubtfully at Rupert’s companions. 

“Yes, thank God, I have succeeded. This is my brother 
Edgar.” 

The officer shook hands warmly with Edgar, and even the 
men who had heard what was said raised a shout of welcome. 

“T forgot; Skinner is in the rear,” the officer said; and 
raising his voice shouted his name. 

Skinner came running up. He had been wondering what 
the halt was for. Edgar and Rupert had dismounted by this 
time and ran forward to meet him. He stopped in surprise 
and then recognized Rupert, whom he had already seen in his 

present disguise. 

“Clinton!” he exclaimed with a joyous shout; “is it really 
yout Thank God, you have got back again, and— and—” 

“ And this is Edgar,” Rupert put in. 

For a minute or two the three stood shaking each other’s 
hands, too excited and joyous to speak, while the soldiers 
cheered lustily. The captain in command came up. 

“Look here, Skinner; it would be too bad to take you away 
from your friends now, so I will take it upon myself to give 
you leave off duty. I will get Thomson to stay out until 
to-morrow morning in your place. He won’t mind when ] 
tell him why, and you can take his turn on duty on shore 
next time.” 

Talking excitedly together they entered the town, the Arabs 
following on their camels and Yussuf leading the two heiries, 
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“The first thing to do,” Skinner said, “is to get you rigged 
out decently. I suppose it will be some time before you can 
get rid of your dye, but at any rate you can get dressed like 
Christians; and you can get rid of that fearful wig, Rupert. 
I will send off a boat to my ship with a note, and they will 
soon send you on shore a couple of suits of clothes. Mine 
would be of no use; you could not get into them. This is the 
only hotel in the place.” 

“First of all we must see about these Arabs being made 
comfortable. Where can they put up their camels?” 

“Oh! that will be all right,” Skinner said; “one of the 
fellows here will take them under his charge.” 

Skinner entered and came out with a servant. 

“You can put your camels in the court-yard here, El Bakhat,” 
Edgar said after speaking to the men. “Yussuf will look 
after them. You had better find a lodging for yourselves. 
You will be more at home there than you would here. Get 
everything you want; you will have no difficulty in finding 
everything in the Arab quarter. Skinner, lend me a sovereign, 
will you? We have been living on barter for a long time, 
but they will want money here.” 

“This is worth five dollars,” he said as he handed the 
money to El Bakhat; “but, ah! I forgot, Ben Ibyn knows 
about the value of English money. If you will come here at 
noon I may be able to tell you something about the money.” 

They then entered the hotel with Skinner. 

“Get breakfast, the best you can get,” Skinner ordered; 
“and show me to a@ room where there is plenty of water and 
towels. These are Englishmen, though you would not think 
so from their appearance.” 

The young fellows enjoyed a thorough wash, and Rupert 
got rid of his wig, but they had to attire themselves in their 
former garments for breakfast. After existing for months 
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upon native fare the breakfast was a luxury indeed. By the 
time they had finished, the messenger Skinner sent off returned 
with two suits of clothes sent ashore by the officers of his ship, 
and having attired themselves in these they went with Skin- 
ner to the political officer. When he understood who they 
were he received them with much warmth. 

“T have had letters from Captain Clinton,” he said, “ respect- 
ing you; saying that it was possible that you might turn up 
here, and requesting me to assist you in getting any bills you 
might draw on him cashed. I will go with you to the prin- 
cipal merchant here. No doubt he will do it, but if not I can 
manage the affair with one of the ships’ paymasters.” 

The merchant, however, was perfectly willing to honour 
their draft upon their father for a thousand pounds upon the 
statement of the officer that he would himself guarantee its 
payment, and he told them that his servants should bring the 
money in silver to the hotel. Four hundred pounds was the 
amount that Ben Ibyn had been promised on delivering Rupert 
in safety at one of the ports, and an equal sum was to be given 
to El Bakhat. This left them two hundred pounds for getting 
to England, for Edgar had learned that his regiment had a 
month previously sailed for India, and he considered that 
under the circumstances he was perfectly justified in reporting 
himself at the depot at home. 

The sheiks on their arrival at the hotel received with great 
satisfaction the bags of money containing the stipulated amount. 
To these were added a brace of revolvers each, being the two 
Rupert had carried and two they had purchased in Suakim, 
together with ten boxes of ammunition. Edgar also gave to 
El Bakhat a set of jewellery and several silk scarves for 
Amina. 

“Now, sheik,” he said, “I should like to purchase the free- 
dom of Yussuf. What do you value him at?” 
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“T will give him to you,” the sheik said. ‘“ You have treated 
me well and honourably.” 

‘No, I will not have that, sheik; he is your property, and 
is a very useful slave. I will give you two hundred dollars 
for him.” 

“Tt is well,” El Bakhat said; “he is yours.” 

“Now,” Rupert said, “there are the two heiries; they are 
yours by right, Ben Ibyn, but I would fain give one to El 
Bakhat. I will give you three hundred dollars to forego your 
claim to it. I know the beast is worth more; but if you possess 
one of them it will suffice for your needs, and you will oblige 
me if you will part with the other.” 

“T can refuse my lord nothing,” Ben Ibyn said, “and the 
possession of two such heiries might well draw envy and enmity 
upon me. I will accept his offer.” 

‘Then the other heirie is yours, El Bakhat,” Rupert said, 
“as a special present from me for the kindness you have shown 
my brother. What do you both mean to do now?” 

‘“We have agreed to journey up the coast together and 
then to travel across the mountains to Assouan, and there 
buy camels and goods, or we may buy them here if we see 
bargains to suit us. Then we shall turn south. I shall go 
on alone to Khartoum; I know many of the Mahdi’s officers, 
and shall by presents to them obtain a pardon for El Bakhat, 
and permission for him to return to his tribe. Money will 
do as much among the Mahdi’s people as elsewhere.” 

‘We shall see you again to-morrow, sheiks. A steamer 
sails in the afternoon for Suez, and we shall go in her. Come 
here to say good-bye to us in the morning.” 

When the sheiks had left Yussuf was called in, and Edgar 
told him that he had purchased his freedom from El Bakhat. 
The negro threw himself on his knees in an ecstasy of delight 
and poured out his thanks. 
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“Now, what would you like to do, Yussuf?” Edgar went on 
when the negro had quieted down. “I can recommend you 
here to some merchant as a faithful man whom he can trust, 
or if you would like to set up a shop here I will give you two 
hundred dollars with which to trade. Or I can take you up 
with us to Suez and give you strong letters of recommendation 
with which you can obtain employment there.” 

“No, my lord,” Yussuf cried, “none of these things. I 
would go with you and be your servant; I will never leave 
you. ”? 

“But I don’t want a servant, Yussuf,” Edgar said. “As 
I have told you, I am a soldier, and soldiers do not have 
servants.” 

“Qh, that is nonsense!” Rupert put in. “You are not 
going on as a private soldier. You know you need not reckon 
upon that, Edgar. You like the fellow, and there is no doubt he 
would make you a faithful servant; and anyhow they could 
find something to do for him at home.” 

Edgar pointed out to Yussuf that the life would be strange 
to him, the climate altogether different to that to which he was 
accustomed, and that he would find no one who could speak his 
language. But Yussuf was unmoved, and entreated so ear- 
nestly to be taken that Edgar gave in, saying that after all, if 
he repented afterwards, he could be sent back to Egypt. 

Just as this was settled a messenger entered with a telegram 
from Captain Clinton in answer to that they had despatched 
before they had sat down to breakfast announcing their safe 
arrival. It contained simply the words, “Thank God! Come 
home at once.” 

They went off to dinner with Skinner on board ship, and 
the story of their adventures excited immense interest among 
the officers. Skinner returned with them on shore, and 
remained with them until the steamer left in the afternoon. 
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Yussuf, who had been rigged out in white trousers and jacket, 
a checked shirt, and straw hat, accompanying them. The two 
sheiks saw them off, and stood looking after them with grave 
regret until the steamer was far from land. At Suez Edgar 
and Rupert provided themselves with a stock of linen and 
clothing; two days later they took passage to Brindisi in a 
P. and O. steamer, and travelled rapidly across Europe. 
Their colour excited much surprise among the passengers on 
board the steamer, but as they had no wish to keep on tell- 
ing their story they kept themselves apart, and made no 
acquaintances during the short voyage. Yussuf was astounded 
at everything he saw: the ship and her machinery, the trains, 
the fertile country through which they travelled, the frequent 
villages, and great towns. There was no stay in London. 
They drove across from Charing Cross to Paddington, and 
went down by the first train. A telegram had been despatched 
from Dover, and a carriage was at the station to meet them, 
and the servant handed Rupert a note. It contained a few 
words from his father, saying that he had not come to meet 
them, as he thought it better that they should all meet together 
at home. It was Edgar who received the first greeting from 
father, mother, and sister, while Rupert stood by, well content 
that his brother should on this occasion come first. It was 
little over a year since he had said good-bye to them, while it 
was more than three since Edgar had seen them, and his own 
greeting, though delayed for a moment, was no less warm than 
that of Edgar. 

“Father and mother,” Edgar began as soon as they turned 
again from Rupert, “I want to say that I feel how wrong I 


“Then don’t say it,” Captain Clinton broke in. ‘‘ We won't 
talk about that time at all. You suffered, and we have all 
suffered; but good has come out of it. Thank God the matter 
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is settled now for ever, and we know there is nothing more 
to be found out about it, and that there is no fear of our ever 
having to look at one or other of you in a different light to 
that with which we regard you, as our two sons, of both of 
whom we have every reason to be proud. There now, let us 
talk of other things. You have both gone through wonderful 
adventures, which we are burning to hear about.” 

“You have changed a great deal, Edgar,” Mrs. Clinton said. 
““Of course we have seen Rupert comparatively lately; but I 
think that you have changed more than he has from what you 
both were three years ago, You look older than he does, and 
your figure is more set.” 

“He has gone through so much more,” Rupert said; ‘he has 
been doing man’s work for three years. I have only had a 
year and a half of it.” 

“You need not be in a hurry to look old, Rupert,” Captain 
Clinton laughed; “that will come soon enough, and you have 
widened out a good deal in this last year. You had got very 
weedy, and I am glad to see that you are filling up. 

“T have some news for you, Edgar. I saw Lord Wolseley 
on his return to England, and he spoke very kindly of you 
both, and when I got your telegram from Suakim I wrote to 
him again and received a very warm letter of congratulation 
from him in reply. He told me that he had received a most 
favourable report of you from your colonel, who said that your 
conduct had been most exemplary since you had entered the 
regiment, and that as you had been recommended for the Vic- 
toria Cross he had intended to recommend you for a commis- 
sion as soon as you had served a qualifying time as a sergeant. 
But Lord Wolseley said that he thought it would be a great pity 
for you to lose four or five years’ seniority by waiting to get your 
commission from the ranks, and that he had that morning 
spoken to the Duke of Cambridge about you, and that the 
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latter had put your name down for a Queen’s Cadetship, so 
that if you could pass the mere qualifying examination you 
could have a commission at once. There will be an exami- 
nation in two months’ time, and if you go up to a crammer 
and work hard you will be able to brush up your school work 
and get through; if not, of course you can go in again six 
months later. I am afraid you will hardly get ready in time 
for the first.” 

“I don’t know, father,” Rupert said; while Edgar expressed 
his lively satisfaction. “Edgar speaks Arabic like a native, 
and if he takes that up as a subject he is sure to get full marks 
for it, and that will help him tremendously. Of course he 
would have no chance of getting through if he had to go in 
for the competition; but something like half the number of 
marks are enough for the qualifying examination.” 

“Well, we mustn’t be too sanguine,” Captain Clinton said; 
“and eight months’ quiet study won’t hurt him after campaign- 
ing in Egypt for two years. By the way, Edgar, I paid in the 
money for you to buy out, and sent in an application in your 
name. These things take some little time before they are 
carried out, but no doubt we shall soon hear. But in the 
meantime you had better write at once to the officer command- 
ing your depét, saying that you have returned home, and ask- 
ing for a month’s leave of absence. You are sure to get your 
discharge before that is over.” 

Edgar remained at home for a week, spending much of his 
time, however, over his old school-books. Then he went up 
to town and worked at a crammer’s until the examination 
came off, when, thanks in no small degree to the number of 
marks he obtained for his Arabic, he just managed to get the 
number necessary to qualify him. To his great satistaction 
he was at once gazetted to a regiment as if he had been pro- 
moted from the ranks, instead of having to go through the 
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course at Sandhurst, and thus gained several months’ seniority. 
Three months’ leave was granted him, and at the end of that 
time he joined his regiment, which was stationed at Malta. 

No question as to which of the Clintons is the legitimate 
son of the captain and his wife has ever again troubled them. 
Edgar and Rupert know that they are equally dear to those at 
home, and all are happy in the knowledge that nothing hence- 
forth can break the closeness of their tie, and that it can never 
be known which is the lawful heir of the estates. What is 
much more important to them both, neither of them can say 
which has the first claim on the love and affection of Captain 
and Mrs. Clinton, and of their sister. 


THE END 
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Facing Death: or, The Hero of the Vaughan Pit. A Tale of 
the Coal Mines. By G. A. Henry. With 8 page Pictures by 


GORDON BROWNE. = Bs. 


“If any father, godfather, clergyman, or schoolmaster is on the look-out for a 
good vook to givers a present toa boy who is worth his salt, this is the Lovk we 
would recommend,.”—Standard. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 
*‘ Ask for Henty, and see that you get him.” —Punch. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges. 


The Cat of Bubastes: A Story of Ancient Egypt. By 
G. A. Henty, Illustrated by J. R. WEGUELIN. 5s. 


“The story, from the critical moment of the killing of the sacred cat to the 
perilous exodus into Asia with which it closes, is very skilfully constructed and 
full of exciting adventures. It is admirably illustrated.”—-Saturday Review. 


Maori and Settler: A Story of the New Zealand War. By 
G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by ALFRED PEarRsg. 5s. 


“Tt is a book which all young people, but especially boys, will read with 
avidity.”— Atheneum 

“ A first-rate book for boys, brimful of adventure, of humorous and interesting 
conversation, and of vivid pictures of colonial life.’’—Schoolmaster. 


St. George for England: A Tale of Cressy and Poitiers. 
By G. A. Henty. Illustrated by Gorpon Browne. 5s. 


“A story of very great interest for boys. In his own forcible style the author 
has endeavoured to show that determmation and enthusiasm can accomplish mar- 
vellous results; and that courage is generally accompanied by magnanimity and 
gentleness.”— Pall Mall Gazette. 


The Bravest of the Brave: With Peterborough in Spain. 
By G. A. HEenty. With 8 full-page Pictures by H. M. Pacegr. 5s. 


“Mr. Henty never loses sight of the moral purpose of his work—to enforce the 
doctrine of courage and truth, mercy and lovingkindness, as indispensable to the 
making of an Englsh gentleman — British lads will read The Bravest of the 
Brave with pleasure and profit; of that we are quite sure.”"—Daity Telegraph. 


For Name and Fame: or, Through Afghan Passes. By 
G. A. Henty. Illustrated by Gorpon Browne. 5s. 


‘*Not only a ronsing story, replete with all the varied forms of excitement of a 
campaign, but. what is still more useful, an account of a territory and its inhabi- 
tants which must for a long time possess a supreme interest for Englishmen, as 
being the key to our Indian Empire "— Glasgow Herald. 


A Jacobite Exile: Being the Adventures of a Young English- 
man in the Service of Charles XII. of Sweden. By G. A. HEnrty. 
With 8 page Illustrations by PauL Harpy, and a Map. Ba. 


“Incident sacceeds incident, and adventure is piled upon adventure, and at the 
end the reader, be he boy or man, wil) have experienced breathless enjoyment 
in a romantic story that must have taught him much at its close.’"—Army and 
Navy Gazette. 


Held Fast for England: A Tule of the Siege of Gibraltar. 
By G. A. Henry. Illustrated by GorpoN Browne. 5s. 


‘Among them we would place first in interest and wholesome educational 
value the story of the siege of Gibraltar. . . . There is no cessation of exciting 
incident throughout the story.’’"— Athencum. 
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BY G. A. HENTY. 


‘‘Mr. Henty’s books are always alive with moving incident.”— Review of Reviews. 


In crown 8vo, cloth eleyant. 


Condemned as a Nihilist: A Story of Escape from Siberia. 
By G. A. Henry. Tllustrated by WaLTeR PaGET. 5s. 


“The best of this year’s Henty. His narrative is more interesting than many 
of the tales with which the public is familiar, of escape from Siberia. Despite 
their superior claim to authenticity these tales are without doubt no less fic- 
titious than Mr. Henty’s, and he beats them hollow in the matter of sensations.” 
—-National Observer. 


Orange and Green: A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick. 
By G. A. Henty. Tilustrated by Gorpon Browne. 5s. 


“The narrative is free fiom the vice of prejudice, and ripples with life as 
vivacious as if what is being described were really passing before theeye . . . 
Should be in the hands of every young student of Irish history ” - Belfast News. 


In the Reign of Terror: The Adventures of a Westminster 
Boy. By G. A. Henty, Tlustrated by J. ScHiNBERG. 5s. 


‘Harry Sandwith, the Westminster boy, may fairly be said to bent Mr Henty’s 
record. His adventures will delight boys by the andacity and por they depict. 
The story is one of Mr Henty’s best '--Saturday Review. 


By Sheer Pluck: A Tale of the Ashanti War. By G. A. 
Hexty. With 8 full-page Pictures by GorpoN Browne. 5s. 


‘“‘Morally, the book is everything that could be desired, setting before the boys 
a bright and bracing ideal of the English gentleman "—Christian Leader. 


The Dragon and the Raven: or, The Days of King 
Alfred. By G. A. Henty. With 8 page Illustrations by C. J. 
STANILAND, R.1. 5s. 


A story that may justly be styled remarkable Boys, in reading it, will be 
surprised to find how Alfred persevered, through years of bloodshed and times 
of peace, to rescue his people from the thraldvum of the Danes. We bope the 
book will soon be widely known in all our schools "—-Schoolimaster. 


A Final Reckoning: A Tale of Bush Life in Australia. 
By G. A. Henty. [llustrated by W. B. WoLLen. 52, 


‘All boys will read this story with eager and unflagging interest. The episodes 
are in Mr. Henty’s very best vein - graphic, exciting, realistic; and, as in all Mr 
Henty’s books, the tendency is to the formation of an honourable, manly, and 
even heroic character.” — Birmingham Post 


The Young Colonists: A Tale of the Zulu and Boer Wars. 
By G.A. Hexty. With 6 Hlustrations by Simon H. VEDDER. 3s. 6d. 


“Fiction and history are so happily blended that the record of facts quicken 
the imagination. No boy can read this hook without learning a great deal of 
South African history at its most critical period. ’"—Sstandard. 


A Chapter of Adventures: or, Through the Bombard- 
ment of Alexandria. By G. A. Henty. With 6 page [lustrations 
by W. H. OvEREND. 332. 6d. 


“Jack Robson and his two companions have their fill of excitement, and their 
chapter of adventures is so brisk and entertaining we could have wished it lunger 
than it is."—Saturday Review. 
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BY PROFESSOR A. J. CHURCH. 


* That prince of winning story-tellers, and master of musical English.” 
- Expository Times, 


Ln crown 8vo, cloth elegant, olivine edges. 


Lords of the World: A Tale of the Fall of Carthage and 
Corinth, By A. J. 
CuHuRcH, With 12 
pave Illustrations by 
RaurH PEACOCK. 63. 


‘Mr. Church’s mastery 
of his subject and his lit- 
erary skill are suffictently 
complete to carry his adult 
readers with him. Some of 
the scenes are highly pic- 
turesque, and there is many 
an exciting adventure that 
sustains the reader's curi- 
osity in the fortunes of the 
hero, Cleanor. As a boys’ 
hook, Lords of the World 
deservesa hearty welcome.” 

- Spectator. 


Two Thousand 
Years Ago: or, 


The Adventures of a 
Roman Boy. By Pro- 
fessor A. J. CHURCH. 

With 12 page Ilus- 

trations by ADRIEN 

MARIE. 6s. 

“ Adventures well worth 
the telling. The book is 
extremely entertaining as 
well as useful, and there is 


RY a wonderful freshness mn 
the Ronan scenes and char- 


Reduced Illustration from “ Lords of the World’. — acters.""--The Times. 





BY HERBERT HAYENS. 


Paris at Bay: A Story of the Siege and the Commune. By 
Herpert Hayens. With 8 page Illustrations by STaNLey IL. 
Woop. 5s. 


“The story culminates in the terrible struggle between the Versailliste and 
the men who follow the red flag. Mr. Hayens holds the balance with commend- 
able impartiality. He loves to describe a good soldier on whichever side he may 
fight. Altogether Paris at Bay is of more than average merit.” —Spectator. 
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BY GEORGE MANVILLE FENN. 


‘Mr. Fenn stands in the foremost rank of writers in this department.” — Daily 
News. 


Ln crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Dick o’ the Fens: A Romance of the Great East Swamp. By 
Gi MANVILLE FENN. ITllustrated by Frank Dapp. 6s. 


‘*We conscientiously believe that boys will find it capital reading. It is full 
of incident and mystery, and the mystery is kept up to the las. moment. It is 
rich in effective local colouring; and it has a historical interest, "— Times. 


Devon Boys: A Tale of the North Shore. By G. MANVILLE 
Fenn. With 12 page Illustrations by Gorpon Browne. _ 6s. 


“An admirable story, as remarkable for the individuality of its young heroes 
as for the excellent descriptions of coast scenery and life in North Devon. It is 
one of the best books we have seen this season." — A thenwun. 


The Golden Magnet: A Tale of the Land of the Incas. By 
G. MANVILLE Fenn. Illustrated by Gorpon Browne. 63. 


“There could be no more welcome present for a boy. There is not a dull page 
in the book, and many will be read with breathless interest. ‘The Golden Mag- 
net is, of course, the same one that attracted Raleigh and the herves of West- 
ward Ho!”—Journal of Education. 


In the King’s Name: or, The Cruise of the Aestrel. By 
G. MANVILLE FENN. ITllustrated by GorpoN Browne. 6s. 


“The best of all Mr Fenn’s productions in this field. It has the great quality 
of always ‘moving on’, adventure following adventure in constant succession. ”—- 
Daily Neves. 


Nat the Naturalist: A Boy’s Adventures in the Eastern 
Seas. By G. Manvi_tLE Fenn. With 8 page Pictures. 5s. 
“This sort of book encourages independence of character, develops resource, 
and teaches a boy to keep his eyes open.”—Safuniay Review. 


Bunyip Land: The Story of a Wild Journey in New Guinea. 
By G. ManviL_E Fenn. Illustrated by Gorpon Browne. 4s. 


*‘ Mr. Fenn deserves the thanks of everybody for Bunyip Land, and we may ven- 
ture to promise that a quiet week may be reckoned on whilst the youngsters have 
such fascinating literature provided for their evenings’ amusement.”- Spectator, 


Quicksilver: or, A Boy with no Skid to his Wheel. By 
GeorGeE MANVILLE Fenn. With 6 page Dllustrations by Franx 


Dapp. 3s. 6d. 
“ Quicksilver is little short of an inspiration. In it that prince of story-writers 
for boys—George Manville Fenn has surpassed himself. It is an ideal book for 
a boy's library.”— Practical Teacher. 


Brownsmith’s Boy: A Romance in a Garden. By G. 
MANVILLE Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 


“ Mr. Fenn’s books are among the best, if not altogether the best, of the sturies 
for boys. Mr. Fenn is at his best in Brownsm:th's Boy.”— Pictorial Worlu 


ote 2 a 


** For other Books by G. MANVILLE FENN, see page 22. 
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FINELY ILLUSTRATED BOOKS FOR CHILDREN. 


Red Apple and Silver Bells: A Book of Verse for 
Children of all Ages. By Hamish Henpry. With over 150 
charming Illustrations by Miss Antics B. Woopwarp. Square 


8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, 6s. 

‘*Mr. Hendry sees the world as children see it, and he writes charmingly 
and musically about it; many, indeed most, of his verses are delightful in 
all respects—childish, but not silly; funny, but not foolish; and sweet without 
being goody. Miss Woodward's designs are just what the verses require, and 
they are carefully and delicately drawn and exquisitely finished after nature; 
consequently they are beautiful.”—A thencewm., 

Just Forty Winks: or, The Droll Adventures of Davie Trot. 
By HamisH Henpry. With 70 humorous Illustrations by Grr- 
TRUDE M. BRADLEY. Square 8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, 5s. 


*‘ Daintily illustrated ; Just Forty Winks is an eye-opener for the little ones, 
who will enjoy the amazing adventures of Davie Trot down the long lane that 
has so many turns in dreamland."'— Punch. 

‘Just Forty Winks is full of high spirits and most excellent invention.”~- 
Spectator. 


To Tell the King the Sky is Falling. By Suziza E. 
BRAINE. With over 80 quaint and clever Illustrations by ALIcE 
B. Woopwarp. Square 8vo, cloth, decorated boards, gilt edges, 5s. 


‘It is witty and ingenious, and it has certain qualities which children are 
quick to perceive and appreciate—a genuine love of fun, affectionateness, and 
sympathy, from their points of view.""— Bookman 


BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Banshee Castle. By Rosa Muuno.ianp (Lady Gilbert). 
With 12 page Illustrations by Joun H. Bacon. 6s. 
‘‘One of the most fascinating of Miss Rosa Mulholland’s many fascinating 
stories,” — Atheneum. 
Giannetta. By Rosa Mcuno.ianp (Lady Gilbert). With 


8 page Illustrations by LocKHART BOGLE. 5s. 
‘‘One of the most attractive gift-books of the season."— The Academy 


A Girl’s Loyalty. By Frayces Armstrone. With 8 page 
Illustrations by JoHn H. Bacon. 5s. 
‘‘There is po doubt as to the good quality of A Girl’s Loyalty The book fs 
one which would enrich any girl’s book-shelf."—St. Jameo’s Gazette. 
A Fair Claimant: Being a Story for Girls. By Frances 
ARMSTRONG. Illustrated by GertrupEe ID. HAMMOND. 5s. 


“ As a gift-book for big girls it is among the beat new books of the kind. The 
story is interesting and natural, from first to last.”—- Westminster Gazette. 


From ADVENTURES [N TOYLAND. 


a 


' f ie ! 





Adventures in Toy- 


land. By Epitn 
King Hatt. With 8 
page Pictures printed 
in Colour, and 70 Black- 
and-White Illustrations 
throughout the text, by 
ALICE B. Woopwarb. 
Crown 4to, decorated 
cloth boards, gilt edyes, 


Os. 





‘‘One of the funniest as well 
as one of the daintiest books 
of the season. The Adventures 
are graphically described in a 
very humorous way.” — /’all 
Mall Gazette. 


“The stery is a_i capital 
‘make-believe’, and exhibits 
real knowledge on the part of 
both author and illustrator of 
what children want, as well as 
nn unusual power of supplying 
it." —Literature. 
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BY ROBERT LEIGHTON. 


*‘Mr. Robert Leighton has taken a place in the very front rank of the writers 
of stories for boys.” — Daily Graphic. 


In crown 8vo0, cloth elegant, olivine edges. 


The Golden Galleon: A Narrative of the Adventures of 
Master Gilbert Oglander, under the gallant Sir Richard Grenville 
in the great sea-fight off Flores. By Rosert LEIGHTON. With 8 


page I]lustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.I. 5s. 


“‘The story itself is a capital one, but the chief merit lies in the telling. It 
presents an excellent picture of life in England, both on land and sea, in the days 
of Elizabeth.” —Standard. 


Olaf the Glorious. By Roserr Leicntoy. With 8 page 


Illustrations by RaLpH Peacock, and a Map. 5s. 


“Ts as good as anything of the kind we have met with. Mr. Leighton more 
than holds his own with Rider Haggard and Baring-Gould.”—T'he Times. 


The Wreck of ‘‘The Golden Fleece”: The Story of a 
North Sea Fisher-boy. By Roxserr Lricuton. With 8 page 


Ilustrations by F. Brancwyn. 5s. 


‘This story should add considerably to Mr. Leighton’s high reputation. Ex- 
cellent in every respect, it contains every variety of incident. The plot is very 
cleverly devised, and the types of the North Sea sailors are capital.”—The Times. 


The Pilots of Pomona: A Story of the Orkney Islands. 


By Ropert LEIGHTON. Illustrated by JOHN LEIGHTON. 5s. 


‘A story which 1s quite as good in its way as T’reasure Island, and is full of 
adventure of a stirring yet most natural kind Although it is primarily a boys’ 
book, it is a rea) godsend to the elderly reader "—Glasgow Evening Times. 


The Thirsty Sword: A Story of the Norse Invasion of 
Scotland (1262-63). By Roprrr LereuHTon. With 8 page Iillus- 
trations by A. PEARSE. 58. 


‘This is one of the most fascinating stories for boys that it has ever been our 
pleasure to read. From first to last the interest never flags.’’—Schoolmaster. 


The Clever Miss Follett. By J. K. H. Denny. With 


12 page Illustrations by GeRTRUDE D. HAamMMonpb. 6a. 


“‘Just the bovk to give to girls, who will delight both in the letterpress and 
the illustrations. ss Hammond has never done better work.”—Review of 


The Heiress of Courtleroy. By Anne Beatz. With 8 


page Illustrations by T. C. H. CasTie. bs. 
‘‘We can speak highly of the grace with which Miss Beale relates how the 
o ‘ Heiress of Courtleroy’ had such good influence over her uncle as to win 
him from his intensely selfish ways.”— Guardian. 
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TWELFTH EDITION OF THE UNIVERSE. 


The Universe: or, The Infinitely Great and the Infinitely Little. 
A Sketch of Contrasts in Creation, and Marvels revealed and 
explained by Natural Science. By F. A. Poucnet, u.p. With 
272 Engravings on wood, of which 55 are full-page size, and 4 
Coloured Tlustrations. Twelfth Edition, medium 8vo, cloth ele- 
gant, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.; also morocco antique, 16s. 


“Dr. Pouchet’s wonderful work on The Universe, than which there is no book 
better calculated to encourage the study of nature.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 
**We know no better book of the kind for a schoolroom library.”— Bookman. 


BY G. NORWAY. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


A Prisoner of War: A Story of the Time of Napoleon 
Bonaparte. By G. Norway. With 6 page Illustrations by Rost. 
BARNES, A.R.W.S. 338. 6d. 

‘‘ More hairbreadth escapes from death by starvation, by ice, by fighting, &c . 
were never before surmounted. . . . Itisa fine yarn.”—The Guardian. 

A True Cornish Maid. By G. Norway. With 6 page 
Illustrations by J. FINNEMORE. 33s. 6d. 


‘‘There is some excellent reading. . . . Mrs. Norway brings before the eyes 
of her readers the good Cornish folk, their speech, their manners, and their ways. 
A True Cornish Maid deserves to he popular ’— Atheneum. 


*,* For other Books by G. Norway see p. 23. 


Under False Colours: A Story from Two Girls’ Lives. 
By Saray Doupney. Illustrated by G. G. KILBURNE. 4s. 


‘Sarah Doudney has no superior as a writer of high-toned stories—pure in 
style and original in conception; but we have seen nothing from her pen equal 
in dramatic energy to this book.”—Christian Leader 


With the Sea Kings: A Story of the Days of Lord Nelson. 


By F. H. Winner. Illustrated by W. S. Stacry. 4s. 


‘Just the book to put into a boy’s hands Every chapter contains boardings. 
cuttings out, fighting pirates, escapes of thriling audacity, and captures by corsairs, 
sufficient to turn the quietest boy's head. The story culminates in a vigorous 
account of the battle of Trafaigar Happy boys!"-—The Academy 


Dr. Jolliffe’s Boys: A Tale of Weston School. By Lewis 
Hovueu. With 6 paye Pictures. 3s. 6d. 
‘“‘Young people who appreciate Tom Brown's School-days will find this story a 
worthy companion to that fascinating book.” — Newcastle Journal. 
Dora: or, A Girl without a Home. By Mrs. R. H. Reap. With 
6 page Illustrations by Paun Harpy. 33s. 6d. 


‘‘It ie no slight thing, in an age of rubbish, to get a story so pure and healthy 
as this." —The Academy. 
(11) B 
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BY DR. GORDON STABLES, R.N. 


‘**In all Dr. Gordon Stables’ books for boys we are sure to find a wholesome tone, 
plenty of instruction, and abundance of adventure.” —Saturday Review. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


The Naval Cadet. By Gorpon Srasues, c.M., M.D., R.N. 
With 6 page Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.1. 3s. 6d. 

‘‘A really interesting travellers’ tale, with plenty of fun and incident in it.”— 
Spectator. 

‘Love and war and ‘ gun-room fun’ combine to make the history of The Naval 
Cadet a very readable book.”’— Literature. 

For Life and Liberty. By Gorpon Stasuss, c.M., M.D., R.N. 
With 8 Illustrations by SYDNEY PAGET, and a Map. 5a. 

“The story is lively and spirited, with abundance of blockade-running, hard 
fighting, narrow escapes, and introductions to some of the most distinguished 
generals on both sides.”— The Times. 

To Greenland and the Pole. By Gorpon Srastezs, c.m., 
M.D., RN. With & page Illustrations by G. C. HINDLEy, and a Map. 
5s. 

‘‘ His Arctic explorers have the verisimilitude of life It is one of the books of 
the season, and one of the hest Mr Stables has ever written.”"— Truth 
Westward with Columbus. By Gorvon Sras.ies, cm., 

M.D., RN. With 8 page Illustrations by A. PEARSE. 5s, 

*We must place Westward with Columbus among those books that all boys 
ought to read ‘—The Spectator. 

"Twixt School and College: A Tale of Self-reliance. By 
GORDON STABLES, (.M., M.D., R.N. Illustrated by W. PARKINSON. 5s. 


‘“One of the best of a prolific writer's books for boys, and inculcates the 
virtue of self-reliance '— Atheneum 


BY HUGH ST. LEGER. 


An Ocean Outlaw: A Story of Adventure in the good ship 
Margaret. With Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.I. 48. 


‘*We know no modern boys’ book in which there is more sound, hearty, good- 
humoured fun, or of which the tone is more wholesome and bracing than Mr. 8t. 
Leger's."-—National Observer. 


Hallowe’en Ahoy! or, Lost on the Crozet. Islands. By 


Hecu St. Lecer. With 6 Illustrations by H. J. DRaprer. 4s. 


‘‘One of the best stories of seafaring life and adventure which have appeared 
this season. No boy who begins it hut will wish to join the Britannia long 


before he finishes these delightful pages.” — Academy. 
Sou’wester and Sword. By Hveu Sr. Lecer. With 6 


page Illustrations by Hat Hounsr. 4s. 
‘‘ Ag racy a tale of life at sea and war adventure as we have met with for some 
time. .. . Altogether the sort of book that boys will revel in."—Athenceum. 
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BY CHARLES W. WHISTLER. 


** Historical tales are always welcome when they are told by such a prince of 
story-tellers as Mr. Charles W. Whistler."”—The Record 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


King Olaf’s Kinsman: A Story of the Last Saxon Struggle 
against the Danes. By CHarRLES W. WHISTLER. With 6 page 
Illustrations by W. H. MarceEtson, 4s. 


“Mr. Whistler's story is in fine an excellent one—worthy to rank with some of 
R. L. Stevenson’s tales fur boys.""—St. James's Gazette. 


Wulfric the Weapon-Thane: The Story of the Danish 
Conquest of East Anglia. By CHarRLES W. WHISTLER. With 
6 Illustrations by W. H. Marcetson. 4s. 


‘‘A picturesque and energetic story. A worthy companion to his capital story, 
4 Thane of Wessex. One that will delight all active-eminded boys."”—Saturdcay 
eview., 


A Thane of Wessex: Being the Story of the Great Viking 
Raid of 845. By CHARLES W. WHISTLER. With 6 Illustrations 
by W. H. Marcetson. 3s. 6d. 


**The story is told with spirit and force, and affords an excellent picture of the 
life of the period.” — Standard. 


Grettir the Outlaw: A Story of Iceland. By S. Barixe- 
GouLp. With 6 page Illustrations by M. ZENo Diemer. 4s. 


A Champion of the Faith: A Tale of Prince Hal and the 
Lollards. By J. M. CaLtweLt. With 6 page Illustrations by 
HERBERT J. DRAPER. 4s. 


Friend. By Axice Corxray. With 6 page Ilustra- 
tions by RoBerT Fow er. 33s. 6d. 

‘“‘One of Miss Corkran’s charming books for girls, narrated in that simple 
and picturesque style which marks the authoress as one of the first amongst 
writers for young people." -Z7’he Spectatur 
Margery Merton’s Girlhood. By Atice Corkrayx. With 

6 page Pictures by Gorpon Browne. 3s. 6d. 

“ Another book for girls we can warmly commend. There is a delightful 
piquancy in the experiences and trials of a young English girl who studies 
painting in Paris.”—Saturday Review. 

Down the Snow Stairs: or, From Good-night to Good-morn- 
ing. By ALICE ('uRKRAN. Illustrated by Gorpon Browne. 3s. 6d. 


“A Lie of the first water, bearing upon every page the mark of genius = It is 
indeed a Little Pilgrim’s Progress." —Christian Leader. 


Gold, Gold, in Cariboo. By Cuive PxHivurprs-WoLLEy, 
With 6 page Illustrations by G. C. HINDLEY. 33. 6d. 


‘““We have seldom read a more exciting tale. There is a capital plot, and 
the interest is sustained to the last page.’ —The Times. 
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BY ANNIE E. ARMSTRONG. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Violet Vereker’s Vanity. By Anniz E. Armsrrone. 
With 6 page Illustrations by G. DemaIn HAMMOND, R.1. 33, 6d. 
‘‘A book for girls that we can heartily recommend, for it is bright, sensible, 
and with a right tone of thought and feeling.” —Shefield Independent. 
Three Bright Girls: A Story of Chance and Mischance. 
By AnNizk E. Arnmstronc. Illustrated by W. PARKINSON. 38. 6d. 
“Among many good stories for girls this is undoubtedly one of the very best.” 
—Teachers' Aid. 
A Very Odd Girl: or, Life at the Gabled Farm. By ANNIE 
E. ARMSTRONG. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 


“The book is one we can heartily recommend, for it is not only bright and 
interesting, but also pure and healthy in tone and teaching.”-—The Lady. 


The Captured Cruiser. By C. J. Hyne. Illustrated by 
FRANK BRANGWYN. 33. 6d. 


‘“‘The two lads and the two skijpers are admirably drawn. Mr. Hyne has 
now secured a position in the first rank of writers of fiction for boys.”—Speetator. 


Afloat at Last: A Sailor Boy’s Log of his Life at Sea. By 
Joun C. HutcHESON. 33. 6d. 


‘‘As healthy and breezy a book as one could wish to put into the hands of 
a boy.”—Academy. 


Brother and Sister: or, The Trials of the Moore Family. 
Bv ELizABetuH J. LYSAGHT. 38. 6d. 


Storied Holidays: A Cycle of Red-letter Days. By E. 8S. 
Brooks. With 12 page Illustrations by Howarp PYLe. 32, 6d. 
“It is a downright good book for a senior boy, and is eminently readable from 
first to last.”-- Schoolmaaster. : 
Chivalric Days: Stories of Courtesy and Courage in the 
Olden Times. By E. S. Brooks. With 20 Hlustrations. 3s. 6d. 


‘““We have seldom come across a prettier collection of tales. These charming 
stories of boys and girls of olden days are no mere fictitious or imaginary sketches, 
but are real and actual records of their sayings and doings.” — Literary World. 


Historic Boys: Their Endeavours, their Achievements, and 


their Times. By E. 8. Brooxs. With 12 page Illustrations. 32. 6d. 


‘“‘A wholesome book, manly in tone; altogether one that should incite boys to 
further uaintance with those rulers of men whose careers are narrated. We 
advise teachers to put it on their Hist of prizes.” Knowledge. 
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BY EDGAR PICKERING. 


In crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


A Stout Engiish Bowman. By Epcar Picxerina. With 
6 page Illustrations by WaLTER S. Stacey. 33s. 6d. 


**A vivid romance of the times of Henry III. In drawing the various pictures 
of this age of chivalry Mr. Pickering has caught the true spirit of the period, and 
never once does he forget that he is writing the sayings and doings of a past 
age.” —Public Opinion. 

Two Gallant Rebels. By Epnaar Picxertnc. With 6 Ilus- 
trations by W. H. OVEREND. 33. 6d. 


‘There is something very attractive about Mr. Pickering’s style. . . . Buoys 
will relish the relation of those dreadful and moving events, which, indeed, will 
never lose their fascination for readers of all ages.”—The Spectator. 


In Press-Gang Days. By Epaar Pickerinec. With 6 


Illustrations by W. 8. Stacy. 3s. 6d. 

““It is of Marryat we think as we read this delightful story; for it is not 
only a story of adventure with incidents well conceived and arranged, but the 
characters are interesting and well-distinguished.”"— Academy 
An Old-Time Yarn. By Epgar Picxerine. - Illustrated 

by ALFRED PEARSE. 33. 6d. 

‘“‘And a very good yarn it is, with not a dull page from first to last. There isa 
flavour of Westward Ho! inv this attractive book.” —Educational Review. 

Silas Verney: A Tale of the Time of Charles II. By Epcar 
PICKERING. With 6 page Illustrations by ALFRED PEaRSE. 3s. 6d. 
‘* Altogether this is an excellent story for boys.”—Saturday Review. 


His First Kangaroo: An Australian Story for Boys. By 
ARTHUR Ferres. Illustrated by Percy F.S. Spence. 33. 6d. 


BLACKIE’S NEW THREE-SHILLING SERIES. 


In crown 8vo. Beautifully illustrated and handsomely bound. 


Highways and High Seas: By F. Franxrorr Moore. 
With 6 page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE. 3s. 


‘‘This is one of the best stories Mr. Moore has written, perhaps the very best. 
The exciting adventures are sure to attract boys.”’—Spectator. 


Under Hatches: or, Ned Woodthorpe’s Adventures. By 


F. Franxrort Moors. [Illustrated by A. FoRESTIER. 3s. 


‘‘The story as a story is one that will just suit boys all the world over. The 
characters are well drew" and consistent.” —Schoolmaster. 
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THREE-SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 


Crown 8vo. Beautifully illustrated and handsomely bound. 


The Missing Merchantman. By Harry Cotuiinewoop. 
With 6 page Illustrations by W. H. OVEREND. 33. 


‘One of the author's best sea stories. The hero is as heroic as any boy could 
desire, and the ending is extremely happy.”—British Weekly. 


Menhardoc: A Story of Cornish Nets and Mines. By G. 
MANVILLE Fenn. Illustrated by C. J. STANILAND, R.Y. 33. 


“The Cornish fishermen are drawn from life, and stand out from the pages in 
their jerseys and sea-boots all sprinkled with silvery pilchard scales.”°— Spectator. 


Yussuf the Guide: or, The Mountain Bandits. By G. Man- 
VILLE Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations by J. SCHONBERG. 38s. 


‘*Told with such real freshness and vigour that the reader feels he is actually 
one of the party, sharing in the fun and facing the dangers."— Pall Mall Gazette. 


Patience Wins: or, War in the Works. By Gzorce Man- 
VILLE Fenn. With 6 page Illustrations. 3s. 


‘Mr. Fenn has never hit upon a happier plan than in writing this story of 
Yorkshire factory life. The whole book is all aglow with life.”— Pall Mall Gazette. 


Mother Carey’s Chicken. By G. Maxvituz Fenn. With 
6 page Illustrations by A. ForREsTiER. 33. 


‘‘The incidents are of thiilling interest, while the characters are drawn with 
a care and completeness rarely found in a boys’ book.”— Literary World. 


Robinson Crusoe. With 100 Illustrations by Gorpoyx 
Browne. 33, 


**One of the best issues, if not absolutely the best, of Defoe'’s work which has 
ever appeared.”’— The Standard 


Perseverance Island: or. The Robinson Crusoe of the 19th 
Century. By DocGLas Frazar. With 6 page Illustrations. 3s. 


Gulliver’s Travels. With 100 Illustrations by Gorpow 
Browne. 38s. 


“Mr. Gordon Browne is, to my thinking, incomparably the most artistic, 
spirited, and brilliant of our illustrators of books for hoys, and one of the most 
humorous also, as his illustrations of ‘Gulliver’ amply testify.” —Truth. 


The Wigwam and the War-path: Stories of the Red 
Indians. By Ascorr R. Horr. With 6 page Illustrations. 8s. 


“Ta notably good It gives a very vivid picture of life among the Indiana, 
which will delight the heart of many a schoolboy.” — Spectator. 
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THREE-SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 


Beautifully illustrated and handsomely bound. 


The Loss of John Humble: What Led to It, and What 
Came of It. By G. 
Norway. With 6 page 
Illustrations by JOHN 
ScHONBERG. 32. 


“Full of life and adventure. 
The interest of the story is sus- 
tained withouta break from first 
to last.”— Standard. 


Hussein the Hos- 
tage. By (G. Nor- 
way. With 6 page II- 
lustrations by JvuHN 
ScHONBERG. 33. 


‘* Hussein the Hostage is full 
of originality and vigour. ‘The 
characters are lifelike, there 
is plenty of stirring incident, 
and the interest is sustained 
throughout.” —Journal of Edu- 
cation. 


Cousin Geoffrey and 
I. By Carouixe 
Austin. With 6 page 
Tllustrations by W. 
PARKINSON. 38. 


‘*Miss Austin’s story is bright, 
Gaby ieee ~ Reduced Illustration from “ Cousin Geoffrey 
Girl Neighbours: or, The Old Fashion and the New. By 

Saran Tytier. Illustrated by C. 'T. GarLann. 33s. 


‘**One of the most effective and quietly humorous of Miss Sarah Tytler’s stories. 
It is very healthy, very agreeable, and very well written.” — The Spectator. 


The Rover’s Secret: A Tale of the Pirate Cays and Lagoons 
of Cuba. By Harry “otuincwoop. With 6 page Dllustrations by 
W. C. Symons. Js. 


‘“‘ The Rover's Secret is by far the best sea story we have read for years, and is 
certain to give unalloyed pleasure to boys.”—Saturday Review. 


The Congo Rovers: A Story of the Slave Squadron. By 


Harry CoLuinewoop. With. 6 page Illustrations. 33s. 


‘No better sea story has lately been written than the Congo Rovers. It is as 
original as any boy could desire." — Morning Post. 
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BLACKIE’S HALF-CROWN SERIES. 


Illustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 
A Daughter of Erin. By Vioter G. Finny. 


‘*Extremely well written; the characters are cleverly drawn and the individual 
interest sustained to the end. It is a book we can thoroughly recommend, not 
only ee, but to all who like a well-written healthy toned story.”—St. James's 


Nell’s School-days. By H. F. Geruen. 


‘‘A simple and natural picture of young life, and inculcates in an unosten- 
tations way lessons of thoughtfulness and kindness "—Spectator. 


The Luck of the Eardleys. By Suzmva E. Braiyr. 


**One of the cleverest books we have read for a long time. The authoress com- 
bines wit, humour, and pathos in a delightful manner, and understands how to 
portray character, for all her men, women, boys and girls glow with life and 
colour "— The Record. 


Picked up at Sea: or, The Gold Miners of Minturne Creek. 
By Jonn C. Hutcueson. 


The Search for the Talisman: A Story of Labrador. 


By Henry Frits. 
**We pity the boy who cannot read every page of this capital story.’ --School 
Guardian. 


Marooned on Australia. By Ernest Favenc. 


‘‘A remarkably interesting and well-written story of travel and adventure in 
the Great Southern Land "—School Guardian. 


The Secret of the Australian Desert. By Ernest 


FaveEnNc. 
“We recommend the book most heartily; it is certain to please boys and 
girls, and even some grown-ups.”— Guardian. 


My Friend Kathleen. By Jennie Cuappe.w. 


A Girl’s Kingdom. By M. Corser-Srymour. 
““The story is bright, well told, and thoroughly healthy and good.”—Ch Bellis. 


Laugh and Learn: The Easiest Book of Nursery Lessons 
and Nursery Games. By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

‘One of the best books of the kind imaginable, full of practical teaching in 
word and picture, and helping the little ones pleasantly along a right royal road 
to learning. —Graphic 
Reefer and Rifleman: A Tale of the Two Services. By 


Lieut.-Col. Percy-G roves. 


A Musical Genius. By the Author of the “Iwo Dorothys”. 


“Jt is brightly written, well illustrated, and daintily bound, and can be strongly 
recommended as a really good prize-book.”"— Teachers’ Aid 


For the Sake of a Friend: A Story of School Life. By 


MARGARET PARKER. 
‘‘An excellent schuol-girls’ story.”-—Athencum. 


BLACKIE & SON'S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 25 


HALF-OROWN SERIES—Continued. 
Mtlustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Things Will take a Turn. By Beatrice HarraveEy. 
With 44 Illustrations Se eee eid 
by Joun H. Bacon. , 









‘Perhaps the most bril- 
Nant is Things Will Take a 
Turn. . . . Itis a delight- 
ful blending of comedy and 
tragedy, with an excellent 
plot.”—The Times. 


Under the Black 
Eagle. By Ay- 
DREW HILLIARD, 

“The rapid movement of 
the story, and the strange 
scenes through which it passes, 
wive it a full interest of sur- 


prise and adventure.’’—Scots- 
man, 


A Golden Age. By 
Isuay Tuorn. [llus- 
trated by GorDON 
BRowWNE. 

‘Ought to have a place of 


honour on the nursery shelf.” eS ee ie 
—The Atheneum. From ‘‘ Things will Take a Turn”. (Reduced ) 


Hal Hungerford. By J. R. Hercurysoy, p.a. 
‘Altogether, Hal Hungerford is a distinct literary success " — Spectator. 
The Secret of the Old House. By E. Evererr-Green. 


“Tim, the little Jacobite, is a charming cleation "—-Acadeny. 


White Lilac: or, The Queen of the May. By Amy Watton. 

‘* Every rural parish ought te dd White Lilac to its library.”— Academy. 
The Whispering Winds, and the Tales that they Told. 
By Mary H. DEBENHAM. With 25 Illustrations by Paun Harpy. 


Miriam’s Ambition. By Everyy Everurt-GreEeEn. 
‘‘ Mise Green’s children are real British boys and girls.”— Liverpool Mercury. 


The Brig ‘‘Audacious”. By Aan CoLeE. 


‘‘ Fresh and wholesome as a breath of sea air.”—Court Journal. 


J 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued. 


Illustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 
Jasper’s Conquest. By Euizasetu J. Lysacur. 


‘One of the best boys’ books of the season.” — Schoolmaster. 


Little Lady Clare. By Evetyn Everett-Green. 


‘* Reminds us in its quaintness of Mrs. Ewing's delightful tales.”--Liler. World. 


The Eversley Secrets. By Evetyn Everett-GRreeEn. 


‘Roy Eversley ia a very touching picture of high principle." Guardian. 


The Hermit Hunter of the Wilds. By G. Stanuss, r.y. 
‘* Will gladden the heart of many a bright boy.”— Methodist Recorder. 


Sturdy and Strong. By G. A. Henry. 

‘‘A hero who stands as a good instance of chivalry in domestic life."—The 
Empire. 
Gutta-Percha Willie. By Gorge Mac Dona.p. 


“Get it for your boys and girls to read for themselves.” — Practical Teacher. 


The War of the Axe: or, Adventures in South Africa. By 


J. Percy-GROVES. 
“‘The story is well and brilliantly told.”— Literary World. 


The Lads of Little Clayton. By R. Sreap. 
‘*A capital book for boys.”—Sehoolmaster. 

Ten Boys. By Jane Anprews. With 20 Illustrations. 
*‘ The idea is a very happy one, and admirably carried out "— Practical Teacher. 

A Waif of the Sea: or, The Lost Found. By Kate Woop. 
‘Written with tenderness and grace.”—Morning Advertiser. 

Winnie’s Secret. By Kate Woop. 


‘One of the best story-books we have read.” —Schoolmaster. 


Miss Willowburn’s Offer. By Saray Doupney. 


‘Patience Willowburn is one of Miss Doudney’s best creations ''"— Spectator. 


A Garland for Girls. By Lovisa M. Atcorr. 


“These little tales are the beau ideal of girls’ stories.”—Christian World. 


Hetty Gray: or, Nobody’s Bairn. By Rosa MuLno.ianp. 
‘‘Hetty is a delightful creature— piquant, tender, and true.’’— World. 


Brothers in Arms. By F. Bayrorp Harrison. 


‘¢Sure to prove interesting to young people of both sexes.” —Guardian. 
Stimson’s Reef: A Tale of Adventure. By (. J. Hyne. 
Miss Fenwick’s Failures. By Esmé Srvarr. 


‘‘ A girl true to real life, who will put no nonsense into young heads.” =-Graphic. 
Gytha’s Message. By Emma LgEs.iz. 
‘‘This is the sort of book that all girls like.”—Journal of Education. 


A Little Handful. By Harrier J. Scripps. 
‘‘ He is a real type of a boy.” —The Schoolmaster. 
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued. 


Illustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 
Hammond’s Hard Lines. HY SKELTON Kupporp. 

‘Tt is just whata boy would gam ee ee hd ae ae ee ag 

Choose if the selection of a } 


8tory-book is left in his own 
hand.” ~ School Guardian. 


King: A Story 
for Girls. By M. 
CorBeTt-SEYMOUR. #erR 
Nicola: The Career of oe 
a Girl Musician. By Giiie 
M. Corspet-Seymovun. 9 
Hugh Herbert's In- 
heritance. By 
CAROLINE AUSTIN. 
Jack o’ Lanthorn: 
A Tale of Adventure. { 
By Henry Fritu. 


A Rough Road: «or, 
How the Boy Made a 
Man of Himself. By 
Mrs. GG. LINN&US 
BANKS. 


The Two Dorothys. 
By Mrs. HERBERT 
MARTIN. 

*“A book that will interest | 


and please all girls.’”—The * : ee za 
Lady. Reduced Ilustration frum “A Girl in Spring-tume” 
My Mistress the Queen. By M. A. Patt. 
The Stories of Wasa and Menzikoff. 
Stories of the Sea in Former Days. 

Tales of Captivity and Exile. 

Famous Discoveries by Sea and Land. 
Stirring Events of History. 

Adventures in Field, Flood, and Forest. 

A Cruise in Cloudland. By Henry Frits. 
Marian and Dorothy. By Anniz E. Armstrona. 
Gladys Anstruther. By Louisa THompson. 
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BLACKIE’S TWO-SHILLING SERIES. 


Illustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Tommy the Adventurous. By S. E. Cartwrient. 
Some Other Children. By H. F. Geruen. 
That Merry Crew. By Fiorence Coomss. 
Sir Wilfrid’s Grandson. By Gerautpine Mock er. 


Sydney’s Chums: A Story of East and West London. By 
H. F. Gruen. 


Daddy Samuels’ Darling. By the Author of “The Two 
Dorothys ”. 


May, Guy, and Jim. By Ewviinor Daveyrorr Abas. 
A Girl in Spring-time. By Mrs. Manserau. 


In the Days of Drake. Being the Adventures of Humphrey 
Salkeld. By J. S. FLercnuen. 


Wilful Joyce. By W. L. Rooprr. 

Proud Miss Sydney. By Geraupine Mockuer. 

Queen of the Daffodils. By Lesuiz Larne. 

The Girleen. By Epitu Jonystone. 

The Organist’s Baby. By Karuueen Knox. 

School Days in France. By An Op Girt. 

The Ravensworth Scholarship. By Mrs. Henry Cuarke. 


Sir Walter’s Ward: A Tale of the Crusades. By WiLuiam 
EVERARD. 


Raff’s Ranche: A Story of Adventure among Cow-boys and 
Indians. By F. M. Howmgs. 


The Joyous Story of Toto. By Laura E. Ricuarps. 
Our Dolly: Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. R. H. Reap. 
Fairy Fancy: What she Heard and Saw. By Mrs. Reap. 
New Light through Old Windows. By Greason Gow. 
Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By THomas ARCHER. 
Naughty Miss Bunny. By Crara Muinoivann. 
Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-to-be. By Auicz Corgran. 
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TWO-SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 


Ittustrated by eminent Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 
An Unexpected Hero. By Enz. J. Lysaaur. 
The Bushranger’s Secret. By Mrs. Henry CuarKg, M.A. 
The White Squall. By Jouyn C. Hutcussoy. 
The Wreck of the ‘‘Nancy Bell”. By J.C. Hurcuzson. 
The Lonely Pyramid. By J. H. Yoxatt. 
Bab: or, The Triumph of Unselfishness. By Ismay THORN. 
Brave and True, and other Stories. By (srEGson Gow. 
fhe Light Princess. By Grorar Mac Donatp. 
Nutbrown Roger and I. By J. H. Yoxaut. 
Sam Silvan’s Sacrifice. By Jesse Cotman. 


Insect Ways on Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field, 
and Stream. By JENNETT HumpHREYsS. With 70 Illustrations. 


Susan. By Amy Watron. 

A Pair of Clogs. By Amy Watron. 

The Hawthorns. By Amy Watron. 

Dorothy’s Dilemma. By Caro.ine Austin. 
Marie’s Home. By Caro.tiye Austin. 

A Warrior King. By J. Everyn. 

Aboard the ‘‘Atalanta”. By Henry Frits. 
The Penang Pirate. By Jonny C. Htutcueson. 
Teddy: The Story of a“ Little Pickle”. By Joun C. Hurcursoy. 
A Rash Promise. By Cecinia SeLpy Lownpes. 
Linda and the Boys. By Cecizia Seipy Lownpss. 


Swiss Stories for Children. From the German of Mapam 
JOHANNA Spyri. By Lucy WHEELOCK. 


The Squire’s Grandson. By J. M. Cauiwet. 
Magna Charta Stories. Edited by Arrnur GiLMay, A.M. 


The Wings of Courage; ann Tue Croup - SPINNER. 
Translated from the French of GEorGE Sanp, by Mrs. CoRKRaN. 


Chirp and Chatter: Or, Lessons rrom Fizip aNnD TREE. 
By Atice Bayxs. With 54 Illustrations by GorDoN BROWNE. 


Four Little Mischiefs. By Rosa MuLHoLianp. 


30 


BLACKIE & SONS BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 





LIBRARY OF FAMOUS BOOKS FOR 
BOYS AND GIRLS. 


Tustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1s. 6d. each. 


The Rifle Rangers. By Captain 
MAYNE REID 

Macaulay’s Essays on English 
History. 

Autobiographies of Boyhood. 

Holiday House. By CATHERINE 
SINCLAIR. 

Log-book of a Midshipman. 

Parry's Third Voyage. 

Passages in the Life of a Galley- 

lave. 
of Napoleon. By 
—.. SCOTT 


What Katy Did. By StUsANn COuL- 


What a Did at School. 

Wreck of the ‘‘ Wager”. 

Miss Austen's Northanger Abbey. 

Miss Edgeworth's The Good Gov- 
erness. 

Martineau's Feats on the Fiord. 

Marryat's Poor Jack. 

The Snowstorm By Mrs. GORE. 

Life of Dampier. 

The Cruise of the Midge. M. Scott 

Lives and Voyages of Drake and 
Cavendish. 


Edgeworth’s Moral Tales. 
Marryat's The Settlers in Canada. 
Michael Scott’s Tom Cringle’s Log. 
Natural History of Selborne. 


Waterton’s Wanderings in S. 
America. 


Anson’s Voyage Round the World. 

Autobiography of Franklin. 

Lamb’s Tales from Shakspeare. 

Southey’s Life of Nelson. 

Miss Mitford’s Our Village. 

Two Years Before the Mast. 

Children of the New Forest. 

Seott’s The Talisman. 

The Basket of Flowers. 

Marryat’s Masterman Ready. 

Alcott’s Little Women. 

Cooper’s Deerslayer. 

The Lamplighter. By Miss CUMMINS. 

Cooper’s Pathfinder. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Greek Heroes. 

Poe’s Tales of Romance and Fan- 
tasy. 


BLACKIE’S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 


Mlustrated. 


Holidays at Sandy Bav. By E. &. 
BUCHHEIM. 

Best of Intentions. 
MouCKLEK 

An Africander Trio. 
SPETTIGLUF. 

A Chum Worth Having. 
RENCE COOMBE 


Penelope and the Others. 
WALTON. 


By GERALDINE 

By JANE FI. 
By FLo- 
By AMY 


The ‘‘Saucy May”. By HENRY 
Fritu 


The Little Girl from Next Door. 
By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 


Uncle Jem’s Stella. By Mrs. MARTIN. 
The Ball of Fortune. By C. PEAKSE. 
The Family Falling. By D DALE. 


| 
i 
i 
{ 


wwe 8 


Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 


Warner’s Chase. By ANNIES. Swan. 


Climbing the Hill, By ANNIE S 
Ww, 
Into the Haven. By ANNIE 8. SWAN. 


Down and Up Again. By GREGSON 
Gow. 


Madge’s Mistake. By ANNIE E. 
ARMSTRONG. 


The Troubles and Triumphs of 
Little Tim. By GRE@son Gow. 


The Happy Lad. By B. BJdRENson. 
A Box of Stories By H HAppyMAN. 


The Patriot Martyr, and other Nar- 
ratives of Female Heroism. 


Olive and Robin. Hy Mra. MARTIN. 
Mona’s Trust. By P. LESLIE. 
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THE EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES.—Continued. 


With Illustrations. In croun 8vo, cloth elegant. 
Little Jimm my: A Story of Adventure. Tom_Finch’s Monkey. By J. C. 


By Rev. RIcE-JONES, M.A. HUTCHESON. 
Pleasures and Pranks. By Isa- Miss Grantley's Girls By THos. 
BELLA PEARSON. AKCHER 
In a Stranger’s Garden. By Con- The Pedlar and his Dog. By Mary 
STANCE CUMING C. ROWSELL 


Littlebourne Lock. By F. 
BAYFORD HARRISON. 


Wild Meg and Wee Dickie. 
By MARY E. ROPEs. 

Grannie, By ELIZABETH J. 
LYSAGHT 

The Seed She Sowed. By 
EMMA LESLIE. 

Unlucky: A Fragment of ua 
Girl's Life. By CAROLINE 
AUSTIN. 

Everybody’s Business. By 
IsMAY THORN. 

Tales of Daring and Dan- 
ger. By G.A HENTY 


Tne Seven Golden Keys. By 
JAMES E ARNOLD 

The Story of a Queen. By 
MARY C. ROWSELL 

Edwy: or, Was he a Coward? 
By ANNETTE LYSTER 


The Battlefield Treasure. 
By F. BAYFORP HARRISON. 


Joan’s Adventures at the 
North Pole. By ALICE 
CORKRAN 


Filled with Gold. By J. PER- 
RETT 


Our General By ELIZABETH 
J LYSAGHT 


Aunt Hesba'‘s Charge. If, 
ELIZABETH J LYSAGHT 


By Order of Queen Maude 
By Lovisa Crow. 


The Late Miss Hollingford. 
By RosA MULHOLLAND. 


Reduced Illustration Our Frank By AMY WALTON 
From “A Chum Worth Having’. A Terrible Coward. By G 
MANVILLE FENN 
| Town Mice in the Country. By 
; ak mee M E. FRANCIS 
Py ROMOr S200: By RN NEETE | Phil and his Father. By Ismay 
ORN. 





the Beach. By ti A. 


Mischicf and Merry-making. Py 
ISABELLA PEARSON. Prim’s Story. By L. E. 


's0 a large selection of Rewards at 1s., 9d., 6d., 3d., 2d., and Id. A 
complete list will be sent post free on application. 
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BLACKIE’S 
SCHOOL AND HOME LIBRARY. 


Under the above title the publishers have arranged to issue, for 
School Libraries and the Home Circle, a selection of the best and most 
interesting books in the English language. The Library includes lives 
of heroes, ancient and modern, records of travel and adventure by sea 
and land, fiction of the highest class, historical romances, books of 
natural history, and tales of domestic life. 

The greatest care has been devoted to the get-up of the Library. 
The volumes are clearly printed on good paper, and the binding made 
specially durable, to withstand the wear and tear to which well-circu- 
lated books are necessarily subjected. 

In crown So volumes. Strongly bound in cloth. Price 1s. gd. each. 
Dana's Two Years before the Mast.: Lives of Drake and Cavendish. 
Southey's Life of Nelson. Michael Scott’s Cruise of the Midge. 
Waterton'sWanderingsinS.America. Edgeworth’s Moral Tales. 

Anson’s Voyage Round the World. | Passages in the Life of a Galley-Slave. 
Lamb’s Tales from Shakspeare. | The Snowstorm. By Mrs. Gore. 


Autobiographyof Benjamin Franklin. Life of Dampier. 
Marryat's Children of the New Forest. | Marryat’s The Settlers in Canada. 


Miss Mitford's Our Village. Martineau's Feats on the Fiord. 
Scott’s Talisman. Marryat’s Poor Jack. 

The Basket of Flowers. The Good Governess. By Maria 
Marryat’s Masterman Ready. Edgeworth. 

Alcott’s Little Women. Northanger Abbey. By Jane Austen. 
Cooper's Deersiayer. The Log Book of a Midshipman. 
Parry's Third Voyage. Autobiographies of Boyhood. 


Dickens’ Old Curiosity Shop. 2 vols Holiday House. By Catherine Sinclair. 
Plutarch’s Lives of Greek Heroes. Wreck of the ‘‘Wager”. 


The Lamplighter. What Katy Did. By Miss Coolidge. 
Cooper's Pathfinder. ; What Katy Lid at School. By Do. 
The Vicar of Wakefield. Scott's Life of Napoleon. 

White's Natural History of Selborne. Essays on English History. By Lord 
Scott's Ivanhoe. 2 vols. Macaulay. 

Michael Scott's Tom Cringte’s Log. The Rifle Rangers. By Captain Mayne 
irving’s Conquest of Granada. 2 vols. Reid. 


Detailed Prospectus and Press Opinions will be sent post free on Application. 


‘‘ The Library is one of the most intelligent enterprises in connection with 
juvenile literature of recent years. . . . A glance at the list proves that 
the editing is in the hands of some one who understands the likings of 
healthy boys and girls. . . . One of the healthiest juvenile libraries in 


existence. ‘’—-Bookman. 


LONDON: 
BLACKIE & SON, Limitep, 50 OLD BAILEY, E.C. 


